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FAVOEITE POEMS. 



LOVE. 

I. 

I believe, if I should die, 

And you should kiss my eyelids where I lie, 

Cold, dead, and dumb to all the world contains, 

The folded orbs would open at thy breath, 

And, from its exile in the Isles of Death, 

Life would come gladly back along my veins. 

I believe, if I were dead, 

And you upon my lifeless heart should tread — 

Not knowing what the poor clod chanced to be — 

It would find sudden pulse beneath the touch 

Of him it ever loved in life so much, 

And throb again — warm, tender, true to thee. 

n. 

I believe, if in my grave, 
Hidden in woody deeps all by the waves, 
Your eyes should drop some warm tears of regret, 
From every salty seed of your dear grief 
Some fair, sweet blossom would leap into leaf, 
To prove that death could not make my love 
forget. 

1 
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m. 

I believe, if I should fade 

Into the realms where light is made, 

And you should long once more my face to see, 

I would come forth upon the hills of night 

And gather stars, like fagots, till thy wight, 

Fed by the beacon blaze, fell full on me. 

I believe my love for thee 

(Strong as my life) so nobly placed to be, 

It could as soon expect to see the sun 

Fall, like a dead king, from its heights sublime, 

His glory stricken from the throne of time, 

As thee unworthy the worship thou hast won. 



IV. 

I believe who has not loved 

Hath half the treasure of his life unproved, 

Like one who, with the grape within his grasp, 

Drops it, with all its crimson juice impressed, 

And all its luscious sweetness left unguessed, 

Out of his careless and unheeding clasp. 

I believe love pure and true 

Is to the soul a sweet, immortal dew 

That gems life's petals in the hour of dusk. 

The waiting angels see and recognize 

The rich crown-jewel, love of Paradise, 

When life falls from us like a withered husk. 



LOVE AND AMBITION. 3 

LOVE AND AMBITION. 

"I love you, I love you," the fond wave sang, 
As she crept to the garment's hem 

Of the lordly hill, where her wistful tears 
Were gemming it gem on gem. 

" I love you, I love you ! Oh, lift me up 

To your place in the sunlit air ; 
Or bend, if you will, your face to mine, 

Till I kiss the gold of your hair." 

" Nay, nay, fair wave, yet ever be sure 

Your song is as sweet as can be ; 
It toucheth me e'en as it toucheth the wind, 

Whose harp maketh music for me." 

" The wind, the wind," said the murmuring wave, 

" The wind is not constant a day ; 
It blows where it listeth, while I, O hill, 

Am faithful for aye and aye." 

"The wind and the sun and the rain," quoth he, 
"Are friends whom my verdure renews ; 

But you, little wave, with your softest caress, 
Whatever to help me, do you?" 

"Ah, nothing" she sighed, "but to love and to 
lave 
Your feet with my kisses and tears ; 
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Only this have I done through the centuries past, 
Only this can I do through the years." 

"O wave, keep your tenderness all for the sea ; 

I have work which you know not to do ; 
You cannot mount up to the stars with me, 

And I may not come down to you." 

But love has no choice ; and the constant wave, 

A worshiper early and late, 
Still kisses the hem of his ever-green robe, 

And whispers in patience, "I wait." 



PENANCE. 

He kissed me — and I know 'twas wrong, 
For he was neither kith nor kin. 

Need one do penance very long 
For such a tiny little sin? 

He pressed my hand — that wasn't right ! 

Why will men have such wicked waysf 
It wasn't for a minute, quite, 

But in it there were days and days ! 

There's mischief in the moon, I know ; 

I'm positive I saw her wink 
When I requested him to go ; 

I meant it, too, I almost think. 



FATALITY. 5 

But, after all, I'm not to blame, 
He took the kiss ! I 'do think men 

Are quite without the sense of shame ! 
I wonder when he'll come again? 

MY LADY'S EYES. 

By studying my lady's eyes 
I've grown so learned day by day, 

So Machiavelian in this wise, 
That when I send her flowers, I say 

To each small flower (no matter what — 

Geranium, pink, or tuberose, 
Syringa, or forget-me-not, 

Or voilet) before it goes : 

"Be not triumphant, little flower, 
When on her haughty heart you lie, 

But modestly enjoy your hour ; 
She'll weary of you by and by." 

FATALITY. 

I have seen her, with her golden hair, 

And her exquisite primrose face, 

And the violet in her eyes ; 

And my heart received its own despair — 

The thrall of a hopeless grace, 

And the knowledge of how youth dies. 
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Live hair afloat with snakes of gold, 

And a throat as white as snow, 

And a stately figure and foot, 

And that faint, pink smile, so sweet and cold 

Like a wood-anemone cloud below 

The shade of an ilex root. 

And her delicate, milk-white hand in mine, 

And her pensive voice in my ear, 

And her eyes downcast as we speak. 

I am filled with a rapture vague and fine, 

For there has fallen a sparkling tear 

Over her soft pale cheek. 

And I know that all is hopeless now, 

And that which might have been, 

Had she only waited a year or two, 

Is turned to a wild regret, I know, 

Which will haunt us both, whatever the scene, 

And whatever the path we go. 

Meanwhile, for one moment, hand in hand, 

"We gaze on each other's eyes, 

And the red moon rises above us. 

We linger in love with the lovely land — 

Italy, with its yearning skies, 

And its wild, white stars above us. 

Owen Meredith. 
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WHAT MY LOVER SAID. 

By the merest chance, in the twilight gloom 

In the orchard path he met me — 

In the tall, wet grass, with its faint perfume — 

And I tried to pass, but he made no room. 

Oh, I tried, but he would not let me. 

So I stood and blushed till the grass grew red, 

With my face bent down above it ; 

While he took my hand, as he whisp'ring said — 

(How the clover lifted each pink, sweet head, 

To listen to all that my lover said ! 

Oh, the clover in bloom — I love it !) 

In the high wet grass went the path to hide, 

And the low wet leaves hung over ; 

But I could not pass upon either side, 

For I found myself, when I vainly tried, 

In the arms of my steadfast lover ; 

And he held me there, and he raised my head, 

While he closed the path before me ; 

And he looked down into my eyes and said — 

(How the leaves bent down from the boughs 

overhead 
To listen to all that my lover said ! 
Oh, the leaves hanging lowly o'er me !) 

Had he moved aside but a little way, 
I could surely then have passed him ; 
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And he knew I never could wish to stay, 

And would not have heard what he had to say, 

Could I only aside have cast him. 

It was almost dark, and the moments sped, 

And the searching night wind found us ; 

But he drew me nearer, and softly said — 

(How the pure, sweet wind grew still instead. 

To listen to all that my lover said ! 

Oh, the whispering wind around us !) 

I am sure he knew, when he held me fast, 

That I must be all unwilling, 

For I tried to go, and I would have passed, 

As the night was come with its dew at last, 

And the sky with its stars was filling ; 

But he clasped me close when I would have fled, 

And he made me hear his story ; 

And his soul came out from his lips and said — 

(How the stars crept out, where the white moon 

led, 
To listen to all that my lover said ! 
Oh, the moon and the stars in glory !) 

I know that the grass and the leaves will not tell, 
And I'm sure that the wind — precious rover — 
Will carry his secret so safely and well 
That no being shall ever discover 
One word of the many that rapidly fell 
From the eager lips of my lover. 
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And the moon and the stars that looked over 

Shall never reveal what a fairy-like spell 

They wove round about us that night in the dell, 

In the path through the dew-laden clover ; 

Nor echo the whispers that made my heart swell 

As they fell from the lips of my lover. 

h. a. 

THOUGHTS ON THE COMMANDMENTS. 

"Love your neighbor as yourself" — 

So the parson preaches ; 
That's one half the decalogue — 

So the prayer-book teaches. 
Half my duty I can do, 

With but little labor ; 
For with all my heart and soul 

I do love my neighbor. 

Mighty little credit, that, 

To my self-denial ; 
Not to love her, though, might be 

Something of a trial. 
Why, the rosy light that peeps 

Through the glass above her 
Lingers round her lips ; you see 

E'en the sunbeams love her. 

So, to make my merit more, 
I'll go beyond the letter. 
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Love my neighbor as myself? 

Yes, and ten times better ; 
For she's sweeter than the breath 

Of the spring that passes 
Through the fragrant, budding woods, 

O'er the meadow-grasses. 

And I've preached the word, I know, 

For it was my duty 
To convert the stubborn heart 

Of the little beauty. 
Once again success has crowned 

Missionary labor ; 
For her sweet eyes own that she 

Also loves her neighbor. 

George A. Baker, Jr. 



RELICS. 

The violets that you gave are dead, 
They could not bear the loss of you ; 

The spirit of the rose has fled, 
It loved you, and its love was true. 

Back to your lips that spirit flies, 

To bask beneath your radiant eyes. 

Only the ashes bide with me, 

The ashes of the ruined flowers — 
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Types of a rapture not to be, 

Sad relics of bewildering hours, 
Poor, frail, forlorn, and piteous shows 
Of errant passion's wasted woes. 

He grandly loves who loves in vain ! 

These withered flowers that lesson teach. 
They suffered ; they did not complain ; 

Their life was love too great for speech. 
In silent pride their fate they bore ; 
They loved, they grieved, they died — no more. 

Far off the purple banners flare, 
Beneath the golden morning spread ; 

I know what queen is worshiped there, 
What laurels wreathe her lovely head. 

Her name be sacred in my thought, 

And sacred be the grief she brought ! 

For since I saw that glorious face, 
And heard the music of that voice, 

Much beauty's fallen to disgrace 
That used to make my heart rejoice : 

And rose and violet ne'er can be 

The same that once they were to me. 

William Winter. 
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GETTING THE PONY SHOD, AND WHAT 

CAME OF IT. 

I went to the smith's one sultry day 

For shoes for my favorite pony, 
And I stood in the door of the shop the while, 

And played with the watch-dog, Tony. 

Then I watched the sparks from the flaming forge, 
And talked to the smith of the weather, 

Till what with the heat and with nothing to say, 
I grew thirsty and dull together. 

When down by the well, through the garden gate, 
Seeing Susan, the blacksmith's daughter, 

I brushed the coal-dust from my face, and went 
To ask for a drink of water. 

The bucket was heavy, the chain was long — 
You would say so, too, if you saw it ; 

'Twas down in the well, and my arm was strong, 
So I offered, of course, to draw it. 

She thanked me. We leaned on the cool, wet curb, 

The soft shadows over us gliding, 
As she filled the pail, remarking, the while, 

"'Tis a very warm day for riding." 

"Yes," I answered, and took from her small, 
brown hand 
A bright dipper, brimming over, 
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And thought, while I drained it in sight of her 
smile, 
" How happy must be her lover ! " 

I stepped slowly across the flagstones wet, 
When she said, without blush or flurry, 

" Your pony can't surely be waiting yet, 
And why need you be in a hurry ?" 

So I carried the pail to the kitchen door, 
Where lay sleeping my old friend Tony ; 

She talked to me while I was resting, and said, 
With the rest, she "wished she had a pony." 

"You may ride mine," I said; and so the next 
day 

I sent it by Cyrus, her brother ; 
But the pony had life, and, alone, wasn't safe, 

So I went, just to make up the other. 

Well, Susan liked riding, and I liked it too ; 

So we tried it, of course, quite often, 
Till at last the short days of the autumn grew 

Too chill for the sun to soften. 

Then to Susan I said, " Since we cannot ride 

This dreary November weather, 
If you think you would like it as well, my dear, 

Suppose we try walking together? 
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" Will you walk with me always? " I said, and as 
she 

Said not "Nay," I took it for granted — 
»For "silence is yea," so the old adage says; 

And silence was just what I wanted. 

WHEN THIS OLD RING WAS NEW. 

Your wedding-ring wears thin, dear wife. Ah ! 

summers not a few, 
Since I put it on your finger first, have passed 

o'er me and you. 
And, love, what changes we have seen, what 

cares, and pleasures, too, 
Since you became my own dear wife, when this 

old ring was new ! 

Oh, blessings on that happy day — the happiest 

of my life — 
When first your low, sweet, loving " Yes " made 

you my own dear wife. 
Your heart will say the same, I know ; the day's 

as dear to you — 
The day that made me yours, dear wife, when 

this old ring was new ! 

How well do I remember now your young, sweet 

face that day ! 
How fair you were, how dear you were, my 

tongue could hardly say. 
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Nor how I doted on you ! Ah, how proud I was 

of you ! 
But did I love you more than now, when this old 

ring was new? 

O partner of my gladness! — wife — what care, 
what grief is there 

For me you would not bravely face, with me, you 
would not share? 

Oh, what a weary want was that, if I were want- 
ing you — 

Wanting the love that God made mine when this 
old ring was new ! 

The past is dear ! Its sweetness still our mem- 
ories treasure yet. 

The griefs we've borne — together borne — we 
could not now forget. 

Whatever, wife, the future brings, heart unto 
heart, still true, 

We'll share, as we have shared all else since this 
old ring was new. 

And oh, when Death shall come at last to bid me 

to my rest, 
May I die looking in those eyes, and resting on 

that breast. 
Oh, may my passing gaze be blessed with the 

dear sight of you — 
Of those fond eyes — fond as they were when this 

old ring was new ! 
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JULIE. 

"For tricks that are vain," 
Do not talk of your heathen Chinee, Mr. Harte ! 
I would like to see one of the race get the start 

Of a widow, that's all — 
A pretty young widow, deceitful and vain, 
Counting hearts like the links of a chain. 

'Twas my sister Julie ; 
Had not long worn her weeds, it is true, but alas ! 
With her smiles and her wiles, she could work 
like a glass 

Of sparkling champagne 
On these men, poor fools ! For her voice it was 

low, 
And soft as the coo of a dove. Ah, you know ! 

And the way of it was, 
I had promised to marry, to marry, some day 
Bert Limon, a very good man in his way ; 

But he hurried me so, 
And worried and begged that I'd bless him at 

once 
With my lily-white hand. Yes, call me a dunce ! 

Did I love him? Oh no ! 
Indeed, there was scarcely the ghost of a beau 
That I did not prefer, but he'd money, you know, 

The genuine cash 
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And money is better than love, any day; 
My tastes are expensive, they say. 

I told him at last 
That I had no trousseau. That very same day 
Came boxes with garments distinguished and gay ; 

And oh, such a love 
Of a dress, trimmed with point so rich and fine, 
In which I looked really divine ! 

So I wrote to Julie 
For advice, and a plausible cause for delay ; 
She answered my letter that very same day : 

She was coming, she said, 
To make it all smooth and delightful ; she knew 
How to manage such things. It was true ! 

She came, did Julie, 
And, credulous dupe that I was, I received 
Her with kisses and smiles, and fondly believed 

Her, the minx ! 
Oh, it's scandalous! What did she do, Emma 

Hayes? 
Why she married my lover herself in three days ! 

And took my trousseau? 
I should say so ! Indeed, the seraph-eyed thief 
Stole man, jewels, dresses, beyond all relief. 

She knew ! Yes, oh yes ! 
Say no more, Mr. Harte, of your heathen Chinee, 
He's a baby compared to Julie. 
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THREE AND ONE. 

They stray through the sunlit summery weather, 
Two maids and a youth, 'neath skies of blue ; 

And each of the three, as they walk together, 
Is secretly wishing there were but two. 

Yet the maidens love each other dearly, 
And both love the youth, if he only knew ; 

But he loves one as a sweet friend merely, 
And the other he loves as lovers do. 

She who had won his heart's best passion 
Gives back a fancy, a passing whim ; 

She loves him only coquette fashion, 
While the other maid — she would die for him. 

And while they wander across the meadows, 
Their three hearts brimming with love's sweet 
pain, 

Fate is sitting within the shadows, 
Weaving for them a tangled skein. 

And she shall weave till the autumn weather, 
When th' threads shall unravel and all come 
straight ; 

But well she loveth to knot them together, 
And tangle the ends for a time, doth Fate ! 

She at whose feet is cast that treasure, 
A man's heart strong with love's full tide, 
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Shall use it awhile as a thing of pleasure, 
Bruise it, and break it, and cast it aside. 

And she who is loved as a sweet friend only 
Shall find it bleeding upon the ground, 

And being herself so sad and lonely, 

Shall strive through pity to heal the wound. 

And after a time, when she's hushed its grieving, 
She shall take it, with all its wounds and scars, 

And hide it away in her breast, believing 
'Tis the richest treasure under the stars. 

But the three walk on o'er the sunlit meadows, 
And dream all life is a summer land ; 

And they pass by one who sits in the shadows, 
And sees not the webs in her bony hand. 

And so we all, while the days are flitting, 
Plan out a future of joys and pains, 

And see not Fate in the shadows sitting, 
Knotting and tying the tangled skeins. 

The vows we vow with a fond "Forever," 
The pledge we deem there can naught befall, 

Fate with a touch of her hand can sever. 
Ah me ! 'tis folly to plan at all. 

Those that we love may the soonest fail us ; 

"We may grow to worship where now we hate ; 
And what do our plans and dreams avail us? 

Better to leave it all with Fate. 

Ella Wheeler. 
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WHY. 

Why do I love you? I don't know ! 

They say Love never gives a reason ; 
But that he has one I don't doubt, 

Do yout You do ! That's downright treasc 

Not always, let me tell you, sir, 
Love practiced such excess of prudence ; 

'Twas once his custom to explain 

The why and wherefore to his students. 

And how to solve each puzzling case 
He taught by rule and illustration ; 

But skeptics such as you have made 
Love shy of giving demonstrations. 

Why foolish mortals love at all, 
Why we two hold each other dearest, 

How long 'twill last, and where 'twill end, 
You'd like to know, you precious querist? 

You never will ! Ill tell you that, 
Yet still maintain my first assertion : 

Love understands what he's about, 
And blinds you first, for his diversion. 

Ah, why do I love you? If I knew, 
I would not tell you — no, no, never ! 

For souls like yours were made to seek, 
And mine to hide, you see, forever. 
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There's little, sir, you don't find out, 
But since that little makes life pleasant, 

I think Pll keep it secret still, 
And so keep you, too, for the present. 

Mary T. Lathbop. 



A WOMAN'S QUESTION. 

I)o you know you have asked for the costliest 
thing 

Ever made by the hand above — 
-A woman's heart and a woman's life, 

And a woman's wonderful lovef 

Bo you know you have asked for this priceless 
thing 

As a child might ask for a toy? 
Demanding what others have died to win, 

With the reckless dash of a boy. 

You have written my lesson of duty out ; 

Manlike, you have questioned me. 
Now stand at the bar of my woman's soul, 

Until I shall question thee. 

You require your mutton shall always be hot, 
Your socks and your shirts be whole ; 

I require your heart shall be true as God's stars, 
And pure as heaven your soul. 
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You require a cook for your mutton and beef ; 

I require a far better thing. 
A seamstress you're wanting, for stockings and 
shirts ; 

I look for a man, and a king. 

A king for a beautiful realm called home, 

And a man that the maker, God, 
Shall look upon as He did the first, 

And say, " It is very good." 

I am fair and young, but the rose will fade 
From my soft, young cheek one day ; 

Will you love me then, 'mid the falling leaves, 
As you did 'mid the bloom of May? 

Is your heart an ocean, so strong and deep 

I may launch my all on its tide ? 
A loving woman finds heaven or hell 

On the day she is made a bride. 

I require all things that are grand and true, 

All things that a man should be ; 
If you give this all, I would stake my life 

To be all you demand of me. 

If you cannot do this, a laundress and cook 

You can hire, with little to pay ; 
But a woman's heart and a woman's life 

Are not to be won that way. 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 
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THE HEART SKEIN. 

Slip, yes, slip your skein, my Kitty, 
O'er my hands, and wind, and wind 

All the while, with little pity, 

Tangling, tangling heart and mind. 

Kitty, eyes upon the wool, 

Not on me, my beautiful. 

Now you drop your eyes completely, 
Winding, winding dreamily ; 

Wherefore, wherefore smile so sweetly 
On a thing that cannot see? 

If you must smile, smile this way, 

I will bear it as I may. 

Ah, the rosebud fingers flitting 
Swift about the colored ball ! 

How my heart beats time while sitting ! 
Still I try to bear it all. 

Kitty, do you know or care 

'Tis my heart you're winding there? 

Kitty, I am in a vision, 

All the world to mist doth die ; 
Only in an air Elysian 

Little fairy fingers fly. 
Surely, if they flit too near, 
I shall catch and kiss them dear. 
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Tangled ; pout not, frown not, Kitty, 
Though I gladly bear the pain, 

For your anger is so pretty 
It may make me sin again. 

There ! 'tis well ! Now wind and wind, 

Tangling further heart and mind. 

Now 'tis done ! The last thread lingers 
Sadly, from me slow to part ; 

Canst thou see that in my fingers 
I am holding up my heart? 

Wind and wind, I do not care, 

Smile or frown, and I will bear. 

Ah ! so fast and quick you wind it 
I no more can keep it mine ; 

Do you wonder that you find it 

Throbbing now close, close to thine? 

Tangled, tangled are the twain, 

Kiss, kiss, kiss them free again. 

Robert Buchanan. 



TOGETHER. 

We live and love each other while the days 
Glide swiftly past us with a lightning speed. 
We live and love, and know not any need 
But what our love can satisfy. We praise 
The God above, that in this 'wildering maze 
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We two can walk as in a sunny mead, 

And see bright flowers around. Each day we 

plead 
To the All-Father, that His loving gaze 
May be upon us to protect and guide 
And keep us still together hand in hand. 
Together may we evermore be found ! 
Together may we cross the rolling tide 
When called away to that far-distant land,' 
Together sleep beneath some grassy mound ! 

Ralph Ransom. 



AFTER. 

When the grass shall cover me, 
Head to foot, where I am lying, 
When not any wind that blows, 
Summer-blooms nor winter snows, 
Shall wake me to your sighing, 
Close above me as you pass 
You will say, " How kind she was ; n 
You will say, " How true she was ; n 
When the grass grows over me. 

When the grass shall cover me, 
Holden close to earth's warm bosom, 
While I laugh, or weep, or sing 
Nevermore for anything ; 
You will find in blade and blossom 
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Sweet, small voices, odorous, 
Tender pleaders in my cause, 
That shall speak me as I was — 
When the grass grows over me. 

When the grass shall cover me ! 
Ah ! beloved, in my sorrow 
Very patient I can wait, — 
Knowing that, or soon or late, 
There will dawn a clearer morrow, 
When your heart will moan, "Alas ! 
Now I know how true she was, 
Now I know how dear she was ! " — 
When the grass grows over me. 



IN VACATION. * 

When I met her at a party, 

Dead in love I fell at sight ; 
For her beauty was bewitching, 

And her conversation bright. 

So I did my best to please her, 

Chatted on all sorts of things ; 
Told her of our life at college, 

With some slight embellishings. 

"How do you," she asked, "like Cambridge' 
" Oh," I said, " the town will do ; 




HE AND SHEt 27 

Though, to tell the truth, its girls are 
Rather homely, and so blue ! n 

Fool I was ! I saw my blunder 

When her lip began to curl, 
And in coldest tones she answered, 

"Yes, sir, I'm a Cambridge girl." 



HE AND SHE? 

Pll be at the window as he goes by, 

As he goes by — 
He'll lift his head to look at the sky, 

The western sky, 
To see if the sun has set for fair, — 

And suddenly there, 
Against the sky in the golden air 

He'll see a pair 
Of familiar eyes ; and I shall see 

As he looks at me 
A sudden smile and a nod, maybe. 

All this in three 
Or perhaps four swift moments — then, 

Ah then, 
In another moment the world of men 

For him, or, when 
The street is turned, a different face 

To take my place, 
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While I by my window here retrace 

Each line of the face 
Which smiled at me as it passed me by 

With a glance of the eye 
That swept me in with the western sky, 

The sunset sky. 
To-morrow I shall be at the window when 

He passes again ; • 
He will smile and nod — and then, ah, then — 

The same old story over again ! 
Celia Gardner. 



x YOU KISSED ME. *. 

You kissed me ! — my head had dropped low on 

your breast, 
With a feeling of shelter and infinite rest, 
While the holy emotions my tongue dare not 

speak 
Flashed up, like a flame, from my heart to my 

cheek. 
tfiu Ypur arms held Jie fast — Oh, your arms were so 
1 bold- 
Heart responded to heart in that passionate hold ; 
Your glances seemed drawing my soul through 

mine eyes, 
As the sun draws the mist from the sea to the 

skies; 
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And your lipB clung to mine, till I prayed in my 

bliss 
They might never unclasp in that rapturous 

kiss. 

Ybli kissed me ! — naiy heart, and fatf breast, and 

^will, 
In delirious joy for a moment stood still ; 
Life had for me then no temptations or charms, 
No vista of pleasure outside of your arms ; 
And were I this instant an angel possessed 
Of the glory and peace that are given the blest, 
I would fling my white robes unrepiningly down, 
And take from my forehead its beautiful crown, 
To nestle once more in the haven of rest, 
With your lips upon mine, and my head on your 

breast. 

You kissed me ! — my soul, in a bliss so divine, 

Keeled and swooned like a foolish man drunken 
with wine ; 

And I thought 'twere delicious to die then, if 
death 

Would come while my lips were still moist with 
your breath ; 

'Twere delicious to die, if my heart might grow 
cold 

While your arms wrapt me close in that passion- 
ate hold. 
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And these are the questions I ask day and night : 

Must my life taste but one such exquisite de- 
light? 

Would you care if your breast were my shelter 
as then? it./*- ** 

And if you were here, would you kiss me again? 

Josie S. Hunt. 



HE AND SHE. 

" She is dead ! " they said to him ; " come away, 
Kiss her and leave her — thy love is clay ! " 

They smoothed her tresses of dark brown hair, 
On her forehead of stone they laid it fair ; 

Over her eyes, that gazed too much, 
They drew the lids with a gentle touch. 

With a tender touch they closed up well 
The sweet thin lips that had secrets to tell ; 

About her brows and beautiful face 
They tied her veil and her marriage lace ; 

And drew on her white feet her white silk shoes — 
Which were the whitest no eye could choos< 



And over her bosom they crossed her hands. 
" Come away ! " they said, " God understands." 
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And there was silence, and nothing there 
But silence, and the scents of eglantere, 

And jasmine, and roses, and rosemary ; 

And they said, "As a lady should lie, lies she." 

And they held their breath till they left the room 
With a shudder, to glance at its stillness and 
gloom. 

But he who loved her too well to dread 
The sweet, the stately, the beautiful dead, 

He lit his lamp and took the key 

And turned it, alone again — he and she. 

He and she ; but she would not speak, 
Though he kissed, in the old place, the quiet 
cheek. 

He and she ; yet she would not smile, 

Though he called her the name she loved erewhile. 

He and she ; still she did not move 
To any one passionate whisper of love. 

Then he said, "Cold lips, and breasts without 

breath, 
Is there no voice, no language of death? 

Dumb to the ear and still to the sense, 
But to heart and to soul distinct, intense? 
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See now, I will listen with soul, not ear ; 
What was the secret of dying, dear? 

Was it the infinite wonder of all 

That you ever could let life's flower fall? 

Or was it a greater marvel to feel 
The perfect calm o'er the agony steal? 

Was the miracle greater to find how deep 
Beyond all dreams sank downward that sleep? 

Did life roll back its records, dear, 

And show, as they say it does, all things clear? 

And was it the innermost heart of the bliss 
To find out so, what a wisdom love is? 

O, perfect dead ! O dead most dear 
I hold the breath of my soul to hear ! 

I listen as deep as to horrible hell, 

As high as to heaven, and you do not tell. 

There must be pleasure in dying, sweet, 
To make you so placid from head to feet ! 

I would tell you darling, if I were dead, 

And 'twere your hot tears upon my brow shed — 

I would say, though the Angel of Death had 

laid 
His sword on my lips to keep it unsaid. 
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You should not ask vainly, with streaming eyes, 
Which of all deaths was the chief est surprise, 

The very strangest and suddenest thing 
Of all the surprises that dying must bring." 

Ah, foolish world ! O most kind dead ! 
Though he told me, who will believe it was said? 

"Who will believe that he heard her say, 
With the sweet, soft voice, in the dear old way, 

The utmost wonder is this — I hear 

And see you, and love you, and kiss you, dear ; 

And am your angel, who was your bride, 
And know that, though dead, I have never d ; ed." 

Edwin Arnold. 



SAVED. 

I love you so dear soul, I love you so ! 
And yet — it is so hard — and yet I know 
That I must hold my love with tiger clutch, 
Lest you who know so much, should know too 

much. 
For what you see 'tis safe for you to know, 
But what I hide would be my overthrow. 
I have to hold my hands when near you, there, 
To keep my straying fingers from your hair. 
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My longing arms I have to check and chide, 
Or they would clasp you closely to my side. 
My eager, yearning lips I must restrain, 
And if you knew the passion of my soul, 
Yourself no longer you would thus control. 
My love so infinite, and yours so sweet, 
Would bring you all-confessing to my feet. 
I would not — oh, I would not have you know ; 
God's mercy will not let me tempt you so ; 
And so forever we must stand apart, 
Heart always vainly yearning after heart ; 
And all our mission to each other be 
Still unfulfilled, to all eternity ; 
Unless the time shall come — above, below — 
When I may tell you that I love you so. 



HAUNTING EYES. 

In the hour I first beheld thee, 

Soft thy kindly glances fell ; 
And my heart bowed down before thee, 

As beneath a magic spell. 
Since that time like some sweet phantom. 

In my home thy form doth rise, 
And where'er my sad gaze wanders 

There I meet thy haunting eyes. 

Oh, those eyes ! their lovely shadow 
Stole the light of life away, 
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And my heart in languid dreaming, 

Idly pines from day to day. 
Vain the evening's dewy coolness 

Vain the calm of midnight skies ; 
E'en with darkness closing round me, 

Still I see those haunting eyes. 

Caroline Norton. 



PALABBAS CABINOSAS. 

Good night ! I have to say good night 

To such a host of peerless things ! 
Good night unto the fragile hand 

All queenly with its weight of rings ;' 
(rood night to fond, uplifted eyes ; 

Good night to chestnut braids of hair, 
Good night unto the perfect mouth, 

And all the sweetness nestled there. 
The snowy hand detains me, then 
I'll have to say good night again. 

But there will come a time, my love, 

When, if I read the stars aright, 
I shall not linger by the porch 

With my adieus. Till then, good night ! 
You wish the time were nowf And I, 

You do not blush to wish it so? 
You would have blushed yourself to death 

To own so much a year ago — 



86 FAVORITE POEMS. 

What ! both those snowy hands? Ah, then 
I'll have to say good night again. 

T. B. AldrioHo 



FRENCH WITH A MASTER. 

(Aimer, aimer, c'est a vivre— 
To love, to love, this Is to live.) 

Teach you French? I will, my dear ! 
Sit down and con your lesson here. 
What did Adam say to Eve? 
Aimer, aimer, c'est a vivre. 

Don't pronounce the last word long ; 
Make it short to suit the song : 
Rhyme it to your flowing sleeve — 
Aimer, aimer, c'est a vivre. 

Sleeve, I said, but what's the harm 
If I really meant your arm? 
Mine shall twine it (by your leave) — 
Aimer, aimer, c'est a vivre. 

Learning French is full of slips ; 
Do as I do with the lips. 
Here's the right way, you perceive — 
Aimer, aimer, c'est a vivre. 

French is always spoken best 
Breathing deeply from the chest ; 
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Darling, does your bosom heave t 
Aimer, aimer, cfest a vivre. 

Now, my dainty little sprite, 
Have I taught your lesson right t 
Then what pay shall I receive? 
Aimer, aimer, &est a vivre. 

Will you think me overbold 
If I linger to be told 
Whether you yourself believe 
Aimer, aimer, cfest a vivre t 

Pretty pupil, when you say 
All this French to me to-day 
Do you mean it, or deceive? 
Aimer, aimer, &est a vivre. 

Tell me, may I understand, 
When I press your little hand, 
That our hearts together cleave? 
Aimer, aimer, &est a vivre. 

Have you in your tresses, room 
For some orange buds to bloom? 
May I such a garland weave? 
Aimer, aimer, c?est a vivre. 

Or, if I presume too much, 
Teaching French by sense of touch, 
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Grant me pardon and reprieve — 
Aimer, aimer, (test a vivre. 

Sweetheart, no ! you cannot go ! 
Let me sit and hold you so ; 
Adam did the same to Eve — 
Aimer, aimer &est a vivre. 

Theodore Tilton. 



WELL? 

Midnight past ! Not a sound of aught 
Through the silent house but the wind at his 
prayers. 

I sat by the dying fire and thought 
Of the dear dead woman upstairs. 

Nobody with me my watch to keep 

But the friend of my bosom, the man I love ; 

And grief had sent him fast to sleep 
In the chamber up above. 

Nobody else in the country place 

All round, that knew of my loss beside, 

But the good young priest with the Raphael face, 
Who confessed her when she died. 

On her cold, dead bosom my portrait lies, 
Which next to her heart she used to wear, 

Haunting it o'er with her tender eyes 
When my own face was not there. 
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And I said, " The thing is precious to me ; 

They will bury her soon in the churchyard clay ; 
It lies on her heart, and lost must be, 

If I do not take it away." 

As I stretched my hand I held my breath ; 

I turned as I drew the curtains apart, 
I dared not look at her face of death ; 

I knew where to find her heart. 

I thought at first, as my touch fell there, 
It had warmed that heart to life, with love ; 

For the first thing I touched was warm, I swear, 
And I could feel it move. 

'Twas the hand of a man that was moving slow 
O'er the heart of the dead — from the other side, 

And at once the sweat broke o'er my brow ; 
" Who is robbing the corpse f n I cried. 

Opposite me, by the taper's light, 
The friend of my bosom, the man I loved, 

Stood over the corpse, and all as white, 
And neither of us moved. 

"What do you here, my friend? " The man 
Looked first at me, and then at the dead ; 

" There is a portrait here," he began. 
"There is — It is mine," I said. 

Said the friend of my bosom, "Yours, no doubt. 
The portrait was till a month ago, 
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When this suffering angel took that out, 
And placed mine there, I know." 

"This woman, she loved me well," said I. 

"A month ago," said my friend to me. 
"And in your throat," I groaned, "you lie ! " 

He answered, " Let us see." 

We found the portrait there in the place, 
We opened it by the taper's shine ; 

The gems were all unchanged — the face 
Was neither his nor mine. 

One nail drives out another, at least ! 

" The face of the portrait there," I cried, 
" Is our friend, the Raphael-faced young priest 

Who confessed her when she died." 

Owen Meredith. 



TIME TURNS THE TABLES. 

Ten years ago when she was ten, 
I used to tease and scold her ; 

I liked her and she loved me then, 
A boy some five years older. 

I liked her, she would fetch my book, 
Bring lunch to stream or thicket, 

Would oil my gun, and bait my hook, 
And field for hours at cricket. 
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She'd mend my cap or find my whip, 
Ah, but boy's hearts are stony ! 

I liked her rather less than "Gyp," 
And far less than my pony. 

She loved me then, but Heaven knows why, 

Small wonder she had hated ; 
For scores of dolls she had to cry, 

Whom I had decapitated. 

I tore her frocks, I mussed her hair, 
Called "red" the sheen upon it; 

Out fishing I would even dare 
Catch tadpoles in her bonnet. 

Well, now I expiate my crime— 

The Nemesis of fables 
Comes after years ; to-day old time 

On me has turned the tables. 

Fm twenty-five, she's twenty now, 
Dark-eyed, fair-cheeked, and bonny ; 

The curls are golden round her brow — 
She smiles and calls me "Johnny." 

Of yore I used her Christian name, 
But now through fate or malice, 

When she is by, my lips can't frame 
The letters that spell "Alice." 
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I who could laugh at her and tease, 

Stand silent now before her, 
Dumb through the very wish to please— 

A speechless, shy adorer. 

Or, if she turns to me to speak, 

Fm dazzled by her graces ; 
The hot blood rushes to my cheek, 

I babble commonplaces. 

She's kind, and cool ; ah, Heaven knows how 
I wish she blushed and faltered ! 

She likes me and I love her now. 
Ah me, how things have altered ! 



A COMMON STORY. 

So the truth's out ! Fll grasp it like a snake — 
It will not slay me. My heart shall not break 
Awhile, if only for the children's sake. 

For his, too, somewhat. Let him stand un- 

blamed ; 
None say he gave me less than honor claimed, 
Except one trifle scarcely worth being named — 

The heart That's gone. The corrupt dead might 

be 
As easily raised up, breathing, fair to see, 
As he could bring his whole heart back to me. 
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I never sought him in coquettish sports, 
Or courted him as silly maidens court, 
And wonder when the longed-for prize falls 
short ; 

I only loved him — any woman would ; 
But shut my love up till he came and sued, 
Then poured it o'er his dry life like a flood. 

I was so happy I could make him blest ! 

So happy that I was his first and best, 

As he mine — when he took me to his breast. 

Ah me ! if only then he had been true ! 

If for one little year, a month or two, 

He had given me love for love, as was my due. 

For he had told me, ere the deed was done, 
He only raised me to his heart's dear throne — 
Poor substitute ! — because the queen was gone. 

Oh, had he whispered, when his sweetest kiss 
Was warm upon my mouth in fancied bliss, 
He had kissed another woman like to this, — 

It were less bitter ! Sometimes I could weep 
To be so cheated, like a child asleep — 
Were not the anguish far too dry and deep. 

So I built my house upon another's ground ; 
Mocked with a heart just caught at the rebound, 
A cankering thing that looked so firm and sound. 
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And when that heart grew colder, colder still, 
I, ignorant, tried all duties to fulfill, 
Blaming my foolish, pain, exacting will, 

All — anything but him. It was to be ; 
The full draught others drink up carelessly 
Was made this bitter Tantalus-cup for me. 

I say again — he gives me all I claimed, 
I and my children never shall be shamed ; 
He is a just man — he will live unblamed. 

Only — O God, O God, to cry for bread, 
And get a stone ! Daily to lay my head 
Upon a bosom where the old love's dead ! 

Dead ! Fool, it never lived ! It only stirred 
Galvanic, like an hour-cold corpse. None heard; 
So let me bury it without a word. 

Hell keep that other woman from my sight. 
I know not if her face be foul or bright : 
I only know that it was his delight — 

As his was mine. I only know he stands 
Pale, at the touch of their long-severed hands ; 
Then to a nickering smile his lips commands, 

Lest I should grieve, or jealous anger show. 
He need not. When the ship's gone down, I trow, 
We little reck whatever wind may blow. 
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And so my silent moan begins and ends. 

No world's laugh or world's taunt, no pity of 

friends, 
Or sneers of foes, with this my torment blends. 

None knows, none heeds. I have a little pride ; 
Enough to stand up, wife-like, by his side, 
'With the same smile as when I was a bride. 

And I shall take his children to my arms ; 
They will not miss these fading, worthless 

charms; 
Their kiss — ah ! unlike his — all pain disarms. 

And haply, as the solemn years go by, 

He will think sometimes, with regretful sigh, 

The other woman was less true than I. 

Miss Mulock. 



She loves with love that cannot tire ; 

And if — ah, woe ! — she loves alone, 
Through passionate duty love flames higher, 

As grass grows taller round a stone. 



LOCHINVAR. 

young Lochinvar is come out of the west, 
Through all the wide Border his steed was the 
best; 
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And save his good broadsword, he weapons had 

none, 
He rode all unarmed, and he rode all alone. 
So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war, 
There never was knight like the young Lochinvar. 

He stayed not for brake and he stopped not for 

stone, 
But swam the Eske River where ford there was 

none; 
But ere he alighted at Netherby gate, 
The bride had consented, the gallant came late. 
For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war, 
Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar. 

So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall, 
Among bridesmen, and kinsmen, and brothers, 

and all : 
Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on his 

sword, 
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a 

word,) 
" O, come ye in peace here, or come ye in war, 
Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar f w 

" I long wooed your daughter, my suit you denied ; 
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like ita 

tide — 
And now I am come, with this lost love of mine 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 



LOCHINVAR. 47 

There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far, 
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochin- 
var." 

The bride kissed the goblet ; the knight took it 

up, 
He quaffed off the wine, and he threw down the 

cup. 
She looked down to blush, and she looked up to 

sigh, 
"With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand, ere her mother could 

bar, — 
" Now tread we a measure ! n said young Lochin- 

var. 

So stately his form, and so lovely her face, 

That never a hall such a galliard did grace ; 

While her mother did fret, and her father did 
fume, 

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet 
and plume ; 

And the bride-maidens whispered, " 'Twere bet- 
ter, by far, 

To have matched our fair cousin with young 
Lochinvar." 

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear, 
When they reached the hall door, and the charger 
stood near ; 
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So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung, 
So light to the saddle before her he sprung ! 
" She is won ! we are gone, over bank, bush, and 

scaur ; 
They'll have fleet steeds that follow/' quoth 

young Lochinvar. 

There was mounting 'mong Graemes of the 

Netherby clan ; 
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode 

and they ran, 
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee, 
But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they see. 
So daring in love, and so dauntless in war, 
Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochin- 
var f 

Sir Walter Scott. 



LINES TO AN INDIAN AIR. 

I arise from dreams of thee 

In the first sweet sleep of night, 
When the winds are breathing low 

And the stars are shining bright ; 
I arise from dreams of thee, 

And a spirit in my feet 
Has led me — who knows how? — 

To thy chamber-window, sweet ! 
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The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent stream ; 

The champak odors fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 

The nightingale's complaint 
It dies upon her heart, 

As I must die on thine 

beloved as thou art ! 

O lift me from the grass ! 

1 die, I faint, I fail ! 
Let thy love in kisses rain 

On my lips and eyelids pale. 
My cheek is cold and white, alas ! 

My heart beats loud and fast ; 
O press it close to thine again, 

Where it will break at last. 

Percy Bysshe Shelley* 



LOVE AMONG TELE RUINS. 

Where the quiet-colored end of evening smiles 

Miles and miles 
On the solitary pastures where our sheep 

Half asleep 

Tinkle homeward through the twilight, stay or 

stop 

As they crop, 
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Was the site once of a city great and gay, 

(So they say) 
Of our country's very capital, its prince 

Ages since 
Held his court in, gathered councils, wielding for 

Peace or war. 



Now the country does not even boast a tree, 

As you see, 
To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills 

From the hills 
Intersect and give a name to (else they run 

Into one) 

Where the domed and daring palace shot its spires 

Up like fires 
O'er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall 

Bounding all, 

Made of marble, men might march on, nor be 

prest, 

Twelve abreast. 

And such plenty and perfection, see, of grass 

Never was ! 
Such a carpet as, this summertime, o'erspreads 

And embeds 
Every vestige of the city, guessed alone, 

Stock or stone — 
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Vhere a multitude of men breathed joy or woe 

Long ago ; 

mst of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of 

shame 

Struck them tame ; 

did that glory and that shame alike, the gold 

Bought and sold. 

Tow the single little turret that remains 

On the plains, 
►y the caper overrooted, by the gourd 

Overscored, 

Hiile the patching houseleek's head of blossom 

winks 

Through the chinks, 

[arks the basement whence a tower in ancient 

time 

Sprang sublime, 

jid a burning ring all round the chariots traced 

As they raced, 
jid the monarch and his minions and his dames 

Viewed the games. 

did I know, while thus the quiet-colored eve 

Smiles to leave 
'o their folding, all our many-tinkling fleece 

In such peace, 
did the slopes and rills in undistinguished gray 

Melt away — 
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That a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair 

Waits me there 
In the turret, whence the charioteers caught soul 

For the goal, 

When the king where she looks now, breathless, 

dumb, 

Till I come, 

But he looked upon the city, every side, 

Far and wide, 

All the mountains topped with temples, all the 

glades, 

Colonnades, 

All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts — and then, 

All the men 

When I do come, she will speak not, she will 
stand, 

Either hand 
On my shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace 

Of my face, 
Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech 

Each on each. 

In one year they sent a million fighters forth 

South and north, 
And they built their gods, a brazen pillar high 

As the sky, 
Yet reserved a thousand chariots in full force — 

Gold, of course. 
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O heart ! blood that freezes, olood that burns ! 

Earth's returns 
Tor whole centuries of folly, noise, and sin ! 

Shut them in, 

"With their triumphs and their glories, and the 

rest. 

Love is best. 

Robert Browning. 



A NICE CORRESPONDENT. 

The glow and the glory are plighted 
To darkness, for evening has come, 

The lamp in Glebe Cottage is lighted, 
The birds and the sheep-bells are dumb. 

Pm alone at my casement, for Pappy 
Is summoned to dinner at Kew : 

Fm alone, my dear Fred, but Fm happy — 
Fm thinking of you. 

I wish you were here — Were I duller 
Than dull, you'd be dearer than dear ; 

I am dressed in your favorite color — 
Dear Fred, how I wish you were here ! 

I am wearing my lazuli necklace, 
The necklace you fastened askew ! 

Was there ever so rude or so reckless 
A darling as youf 
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I want you to come and pass sentence 
On two or three books with a plot ; 

Of course you know "Janet's Repentance"? 
Pm reading Sir Waverley Scott, 

The story of Edgar and Lucy, 
How thrilling, romantic, and true ; 

The Master (his bride was a goosey !) 
Reminds me of you. 

To-day in my ride Pve been crowning 
The beacon ; its magic still lures, 

For up there you discoursed about Browning, 
That stupid old Browning of yours. 

His vogue and his nerve are alarming ; 
Pm anxious to give him his due, 

But, Fred, he's not nearly so charming 
A poet as you. 

I heard how you shot at the Beeches, 
I saw how you rode Chanticleer, 

I have read the report of your speeches, 
And echoed, the echoing cheer. 

There's a whisper of hearts you are breaking, 
I envy their owners, I do ! 

Small marvel that Fortune is making 
Her idol of you. 

Alas for the world, and its dearly 
Bought triumph, and fugitive bliss ! 
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Sometimes I half wish I were merely 

A plain or a penniless miss ; 
But, perhaps, one is best with a measure 

Of pelf, and Fm not sorry, too, 
That Fm pretty, because it's a pleasure, 
My dearest, to you. 

Your whim is for frolic and fashion, 

Your taste is for letters and art, 
This rhyme is the commonplace passion 
That glows in a fond woman's heart. 
Lay it by in a dainty deposit 

For relics, we all have a few ! 
Love, some day they'll print it, because it 
Was written to you. 

Frederick Locker. 



AUX ITALIENS. 

At Paris it was, at the opera there ; 

And she looked like a queen, in a book that 
night, 
With the wreath of pearl in her raven hair, 

And the brooch on her breast so bright. 

Of all the operas that "Verdi wrote, 
The best, to my taste, is the Trovatore ; 

And Mario can soothe, with a tenor note, 
The souls in purgatory. 
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The moon on the tower slept soft as snow ; 

And who was not thrilled in the strangest way, 
As we heard him sing, while the gas burned low, 

" Non ti scordar di me " t 

The Emperor there, in his box of state, 
Looked grave ; as if he had just then seen 

The red flag wave from the city gate, 
Where the eagles in bronze had been. 

The Empress, too, had a tear in her eye ; 

You'd have said that her fancy had gone back 
again, 
For one moment, under the old blue sky, 

To the old glad life in Spain. 

Well, there in our front-row box we sat, 
Together, my bride betrothed and I ; 

My gaze was fixed on my opera hat, 
And hers on the stage hard by. 

And both were silent, and both were sad ; 

Like a queen she leaned on her full white arm, 
With that regal, indolent air she had, 

So confident of her charm ! 

I have not a doubt she was thinking then 
Of her former lord, good soul that he was, 

Who died the richest and roundest of men, 
The Marquis of Carabas. 
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I hope that, to get to the kingdom of heaven, 
Through a needle's eye he had not to pass ; 

I wish him well, for the jointure given 
To my lady of Carabas. 

Meanwhile I was thinking of my first love, 
As I had not been thinking of aught for years ; 

Till over my eyes there began to move 
Something that felt like tears. 

I thought of the dress that she wore last time, 
When we stood, 'neath the cypress trees to- 
gether, 

In that lost land, in that soft clime, 
In the crimson evening weather ; 

Of that muslin dress (for the eve was hot) ; 

And her warm white neck in its golden chain j 
And her full, soft hair, just tied in a knot, 

And falling loose again ; 

And the jasmine flower in her fair young breast, 
(Oh the faint, sweet smell of that jasmine 
flower !) 

And the one bird singing alone to his nest ; 
And the one star over the tower. 

I thought of our little quarrels and strife, 
And the letter that brought me back my ring ; 

And it all seemed then, in the waste of life, 
Such a very little thing ! 
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For I thought of the grave below the hill, 
Which the sentinel cypress tree stands over ; 

And I thought, " Were she only living still, 
How I could forgive her and love her ! " 

And I swear, as I thought of her thus, in that 
hour, 

And of how, after all, old things are best, 
That I smelt the smell of that jasmine flower 

Which she used to wear in her breast. 

It smelt so faint, and it smelt so sweet, 
It made me creep, and it made me cold ! 

Like the scent that steals from the crumbling 
sheet 
Where a mummy is half unrolled. 

And I turned and looked ; she was sitting there, 
In a dim box over the stage ; and dressed 

In that muslin dress, with that full, soft hair, 
And that jasmine in her breast ! 

I was here, and she was there ; 

And the glittering horse-shoe curved between ' 
From my bride betrothed, with her raven hair 

And her sumptuous, scornful mien, 

To my early love, with her eyes downcast, 
And over her primrose face the shade, 

(In short, from the future back to the past.) 
There was but a step to be made. 
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To my early love from my future bride 

One moment I looked. Then I stole to the door, 

I traversed the passage ; and down at her side 
I was sitting, a moment more. 

3Vty thinking of her, or the music's strain, 
Or something which never will be expressed, 

Sad brought her back from the grave again, 
With the jasmine in her breast. 

She is not dead, and she is not wed ! 

But she loves me now, and she loved me then ! 
And the very first word that her sweet lips said, 

My heart grew youthful again. 

The Marchioness there, of Carabas, 

She is wealthy, and young, and handsome still ; 
And but for her . . . well, we'll let that pass ; 

She may marry whomever she will. 

But I will marry my own first love, 

With her primrose face, for old things are best ; 
And the flower in her bosom, I prize it above 

The brooch in my lady's breast. 

The world is filled with folly and sin, 
And love must cling where it can, I say : 

For beauty is easy enough to win ; 
But one isn't loved every day. 
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And I think, in the lives of most women and men.. 
There's a moment when all would go smooth 
and even, 

If only the dead could find out when 
To come back and be forgiven. 

But oh the smell of that jasmine flower ! 

And oh that music ! and oh the way 
That voice rang out from the donjon tower, 

Non ti scordar di me 

Non U scordar dime! 

Lord Lytton. 



DORIS. 

I sat with Doris, the shepherd maiden ; 

Her crook was laden with wreathed flowers ; 
I sat and wooed her through sunlight wheeling, 

And shadows stealing, for hours and hours. 

And she, my Doris, whose lap incloses 
Wild summer roses of rare perfume, 

The while I sued her, kept hushed, and hearkened 
Till shades had darkened from glow to gloom. 

She touched my shoulder with fearful finger : 
She said, "We linger; we must not stay; 

My flock's in danger, my sheep will wander : 
Behold them yonder — how far they stray ! " 
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I answered bolder, "Nay, let me hear you, 
And still be near you, and still adore : 

No wolf nor stranger will touch one yearling ; 
Ah ! stay, my darling, a moment more." 

She whispered, sighing : " There will be sorrow 
Beyond to-morrow, if I lose to-day ; 

My fold unguarded, my flock unfolded, 
I shall be scolded, and sent away." 

Said I replying ; " If they do miss you, 
They ought to kiss you when you get home ; 

And well rewarded by friend and neighbor 
Should be the labor from which you come." 

"They might remember," she answered meekly, 
" That lambs are weakly and sheep are wild ; 

But if they love me, 'tis none so fervent ; 
I am a servant, and not a child." 

Then each hot ember glowed quick within me, 
And love did win me to swift reply ; 

"Ah ! do but prove me, and none shall blind you, 
Nor fray, nor find you, until I die." 

She blushed and started and stood awaiting, 

As if debating in dreams divine ; 
But I did brave them — I told her plainly 

She doubted vainly ; she must be mine. 
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So we twin-hearted, from all the valley- 
Did rouse and rally the nibbling ewes, 

And homeward drave them, we two together, 
Through blooming heather and gleaming dewa 

That simple duty fresh grace did lend heir — 

My Doris tender, my Doris true ; 
That I, her warder, did always bless her, 

And often press her to take her due. 

And now in beauty she fills my dwelling — 
With love excelling, and undefiled ; 

And love doth guard her, both fast and fervent, 
No more a servant, nor yet a child. 

Arthur Joseph Munby. 



THE SILENT LOVER. " 

Passions are likened best to floods and streams ; 

The shallow murmur, but the deep are dumb ; 
So, when affections yield discourse, it seems 

The bottom is but shallow whence they come. 
They that are rich in words, in words discover 
That they are poor in that which makes a lover. 

Wrong not, sweet empress of my heart, 

The merit of true passion, 
With thinking that he feels no smart 

That sues for no compassion ; 
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Since if my plaints serve not to approve 

The conquest of thy beauty, 
It comes not from defect of love, 

But from excess of duty. 

For knowing that I sue to serve 

A saint 6f such perfection. 
As all desire, but none deserve, 

A place in her affection, 

I rather choose to want relief 

Than venture the revealing ; 
Where glory recommends the grief, 

Despair distrusts the healing. 

Thus those desires that aim too high 

For any mortal lover, 
When reason cannot make them die. 

Discretion doth them cover. 

Yet, when discretion doth bereave 
The plaints that they should utter, 

Then thy discretion may perceive 
That silence is a suitor. 

Silence in love bewrays more woe 
Than words, though ne'er so witty ; 

A beggar that is dumb, you know, 
May challenge double pity. 
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Then wrong not dearest of my heart, 
My true, though secret, passion ; 

He smarteth most that hides his smart, 
And sues for no compassion. 

Sib Walter Raleigh. 



A DITTY. 

My true-love hath my heart, and I have his, 
By just exchange one to the other given ; 

I hold his dear, and mine he cannot miss ; 
There never was a better bargain driven ; 

My true-love hath my heart, and I have his. 

His heart in me keeps him and me in one, 
My heart in him his thoughts and senses guides ; 

He loves my heart, for once it was his own, 
I cherish his because in me it bides : 

My true-love hath my heart, and I have his. 

Sir Philip Sidney. 



EARLY LOVE. 

Ah, I remember well (and how can I 
But evermore remember well?) when first 
Our flame began, when scarce we knew what was 
The flame we felt ; when as we sat and sighed, 
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And looked upon each other, and conceived 
Not what we ailed, yet something we did ail, 
And yet were well, and yet we were not well, 
And what was our disease we could not tell. 
Then would we Mss, then sigh, then look ; and 

thus, 
In that first garden of our simpleness, 
We spent our childhood. But when years began 
Would she with sterner looks, with graver brow, 
Check my presumption and my forwardness ! 
Yet still would give me flowers, still would show 
"What she would have me, yet not have me know. 

Samuel Daniel. 



THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS 

LOVE. 

Come live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove, 
That valleys, groves, and hills and fields, 
Woods, or steepy mountains yields : 

And we will sit upon the rocks, 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks, 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of roses, 
And a thousand fragrant posies, 
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A cap of flowers, and a kirtle, 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle ; 

A gown made of the finest wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Fair-lined slippers for the cold, 
With buckles of the purest gold ; 

A belt of straw and ivy-buds, 
With coral clasps and amber studs ; 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Come live with me and be my love. 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May-morning. 
If these delights thy mind may move, 
Come live with me and be my love. 

Christopher Marlowe. 



ANSWER TO THE SAME. 

If all the world and Love were young, 
And truth in every shepherd's tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

Time drives the flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold ; 
Then Philomel becometh dumb, 
The rest complain of cares to come. 
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The flowers do fade, and wanton fields, 
To wayward winter reckoning yields ; 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancy's spring, but sorrow's fall. 

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten ; 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw and ivy-buds, 
Thy coral clasps and amber studs, 
All these in me no means can move 
To come to thee and be thy love. 

But, could youth last, and love still breed, 
Had joys no date, nor age no need ; 
Then these delights my mind might move, 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

Christopher Marlowe. 



LOVE'S OMNIPRESENCE. 

Were I as base as is the lowly plain, 

And you, my Love as high as heaven above, 

Yet should the thoughts of me, your humble 

swain, 
Ascend to heaven in honor of my Love. 
Were I as high as heaven above the plain, 
And you, my Love, as humble and as low 
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As are the deepest bottoms of the main, 
Whereso'er you were, with you, my love should 

go. 
Were you the earth, dear Love, and I the skies, 
My love should shine on you like to the sun, 
And look upon you with ten thousand eyes 
Till heaven waxed blind, and till the world were 

done. 
Whereso'er I am, below, or else above you, 
Whereso'er you are, my heart shall truly lov« 

you. 

Joshua Sylvesteb. 



SHALL I TELL YOU WHOM I LOVE* 

Shall I tell you whom I love? 

Hearken then awhile to me ; 
And if such a woman move 

As I now shall versify, 
Be assured 'tis she, or none, 
That I love, and love alone. 

Nature did her so much right, 
As she scorns the help of art ; 

In as many virtues dight 
As ne'er yet embraced a heart ; 

So much good, so truly tried, — 

Some for less were deified. 
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Wit she hath, without desire 

To make known how much she hath ; 
And her anger flames no higher 

Than may fitly sweeten wrath ; 
Full of pity as may be, 
Though, perhaps, not so to me. 

Beason masters every sense, 
And her virtues grace her birth ; 

Lovely as all excellence, 
Modest in her most of mirth j 

Likelihood enough to prove 

Only worth could kindle love. 

Such she is ; and if you know 

Such a one as I have sung, 
Be she brown, or fair, or so, 

That she be but somewhile young ; 
Be assured 'tis she, or none, 
That I love, and love alone. 

William Browne. 



SONG TO CELIA. 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine ; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup, 
And I'll not look for wine. 
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The thirst that from the soul doth rise, 

Doth ask a drink divine ; 
But might I of Jove's nectar sup 

I would not change for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 

Not so much honoring thee, 
As giving it a hope, that there 

It could not withered be. 
But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent it back to me ; 
Since when it grows, and smells, I swear, 

Not of itself, but thee. 

Ben Jonson, 



LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. 

Love me little, love me long, 
Is the burden of my song. 
Love that is too hot and strong 

Burneth soon to waste. 
Still I would not have thee cold, 
Not too backward or too bold ; 
Love that lasteth till 'tis old 

Fadeth not in haste. 

If thou lovest me too much, 
'Twill not prove as true as touch ; 
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Love me little, more than such, 

For I fear the end. 
Fm with little well content, 
And a little from thee sent 
Is enough, with true intent, 

To be a steadfast friend. 

Say thou lov'st me while thou live, 
I to thee my love will give, 
Never dreaming to deceive 

While that life endures ; 
Nay, and after death, in sooth, 
I to thee will keep my truth 
As now in my May of youth, 

This my love assures. 

Constant love is moderate ever, 
And it will through life perseVer ; 
Give me that, with true endeavor 

I will it restore ; 
A suit of durance let it be 
For all weathers ; that for me, 
For the land or for the sea, 

Lasting evermore. 

Winter's cold or summer's heat, 
Autumn's tempests on it beat. 
It can never know defeat, 
Never can rebel ; 
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Such the love that I would gain ; 
Such the love, I tell thee plain, 
Thou must give, or woo in vain — 
So to thee farewell ! 

Anonymous. 



ROBIN ADAIR. 

What's this dull town to met 
Robin's not near, — 

He whom I wished to see, 
Wished for to hear ! 

Where's all the joy and mirth 

Made life a heaven on earth? 

Oh, they're all fled with thee 
Robin Adair. 

Who made the assembly shine ? 

Robin Adair. 
What made the ball so fine? 

Robin was there ! 
What, when the play was o'er, 
What made my heart so sore? 
Oh, it was parting with 

Robin Adair ! 

But now thou'rt far from me, 
Robin Adair ; 



ROBIN ADAIR. 
But now I never see 

Yet he 

Still in my heart shall dwell : 

Oh, I 3BH 

Robin Adair ! 

Welcome on shore again, 

Robin Adair t 
Welcome onee more again, 

Robin Adair ! 
I feel thy trembling hand ; 
Tears in thy eyelids stand, 
To greet thy native land, 

Robin Adair. 

Long I ne'er saw thee, love, 
Robin Adair; 

ami i 2X1 7£? love, 

When thou wert far at sea, 
Many made love to me ; 
But 5 thee, 

Robin Adair. 

Come to my heart again, 
Robin Adair; 

Never to part again, 
Robin Adair I 
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And if thou still art true, 
I will be constant too, 
And will wed none but you, 
Robin Adair. 

Lady Caroline Keppel. 

SONG. 

I ne'er could any luster see 

In eyes that would not look on me ; 

I ne'er saw nectar on a lip, 

But where my own did hope to sip. 

Has the maid who seeks my heart 

Cheeks of rose, untouched by art? 

I will own the color true, 

When yielding blushes aid their hue. 

Is her hand so soft and pure? 
I must press it, to be sure ; 
Nor can I be certain then, 
Till it, grateful, press again. 
Must I, with attentive eye, 
Watch her heaving bosom sigh? 
I will do so when I see 
That heaving bosom sigh for me. 

Richard Brinsley Sheridan. 

LOVE. 

All thoughts, all passions, all delights, 
Whatever stir this mortal frame, 
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All are but ministers of Love, 
And feed his sacred flame. 

Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o'er again that happy hour, 

When midway on the mount I lie 
Beside the ruined tower. 

The moonshine, stealing o'er the scene, 
Had blended with the lights of eve ; 

And she was there, my hope, my joy, 
My own dear Genevieve ! 

She leaned against the arm£d man, 
The statue of the armM knight ; 

She stood and listened to my lay, 
Amid the lingering light?. 

Few sorrows hath she of her own, 
My hope, my joy, my Genevieve ! 

She loves me best whene'er I sing 
The songs that made her grieve. 

I played a soft and doleful air, 
I sang an old and moving story — 

An old rude song, that suited well 
That ruin wild and hoary. 

She listened with a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 

For well she knew I could not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 
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I told her of the knight that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand, 

And how for ten long years he wooed 
The Lady of the Land : 

I told her how he pined : and ah ! 

The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With which I sang another's love, 

Interpreted my own. 

She listened with a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 

And she forgave me that I gazed 
Too fondly on her face ! 

But when I told the cruel scorn 

That crazed that bold and lonely knight, 

And how he crossed the mountain-woods, 
Nor rested day nor night ; 

That sometimes from the savage den, 
And sometimes from the darksome shade, 

And sometimes starting up at once 
In green and sunny glade, — 

There came and looked him in the face 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 

And how he knew it was a fiend, 
This miserable knight ! 
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And how, unknowing what he did, 
He leaped amid a murderous band, 

And saved from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land ; — 

And how she wept, and clasped his knees ; 

And how she tended him in vain — 
And ever strove to expiate 

The scorn that crazed his brain ; — 

And how she nursed him in a cave ; 

And how his madness went away 
When on the yellow forest-leaves 

A dying man he lay ; — 

His dying words — but when I reached 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty, 

My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Disturbed her soul with pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thrilled my guileless Genevieve ; 

The music and the doleful tale, 
The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope 

An undistinguishable throng ; 
And gentle wishes long subdued, 

Subdued and cherished long ! 



78 FAVORITE POEMS. 

She wept with pity and delight, 

She blushed with love and maiden shame ; 
And, like the murmur of a dream, 

I heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heaved — she stepped aside 
As conscious of my look she stepped ; 

Then suddenly, with timorous eye, 
She flew to me and wept. 

She half inclosed me with her arms, 
She pressed me with a meek embrace ; 

And, bending back her head, looked up, 
And gazed upon my face. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear, 
And partly 'twas a bashful art, 

That I might rather feel than see 
The swelling of her heart. 

I calmed her fears, and she was calm, 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 

And so I won my Genevieve, 
My bright and beauteous bride. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 

A RED, RED ROSE. 

O my love's like a red, red rose, 
That's newly sprung in June ; 
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my love's like the melodie 
That's sweetly played in tune. 

As fair art thou, my boimie lass, 

So deep in love am I ; 
And I will love thee still my dear, 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a* the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wP the sun ; 

1 will love thee still my dear, 

While the sands o* life shall run. 
And fare thee well, my only love ! 

And fare thee well awhile ! 
And I will come again, my love, 

Though it were ten thousand mile. 

Robert Burns. 



IMMORTALITY OF LOVE. 

They sin who tell us love can die, 
With life all other passions fly, 
All others are but vanity ; 
In heaven ambition cannot dwell, 
Nor avarice in the vaults of hell ; 
Earthly these passions of the earth, 
They perish where they have their birth ; 
But love is indestructible : 
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Its holy flame forever burnetii ; 

Prom heaven it came, to heaven returneth. 

Too oft on earth a troubled guest, 

At times deceived, at times oppressed, 

It here is tried and purified, 

Then hath in heaven its perfect rest : 

It soweth here with toil and care, 

But the harvest-time of love is there. 

Oh ! when a mother meets on high 

The babe she lost in infancy, 

Hath she not then, for pains and fears, 

The day of woe, the watchful night, 

For all her sorrow, all her tears, 

An overpayment of delight. 

Robert Southey. 



CUPID SWALLOWED. 

T'other day, as I was twining 

Roses, for a crown to dine in, 

What, of all things, midst the heap, 

Should I light on, fast asleep, 

But the little desperate elf, 

The tiny traitor, — Love himself ! 

By the wings I pinch'd him up 

Like a bee, and in a cup 

Of my wine I plunged and sank him ; 

And what d'ye think I did? — I drank him ! 
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Faith, I thought him dead. Not he ! 
There he lives with tenfold glee ; 
And now this moment, with his wings 
I feel him tickling my heart-strings. 

Leigh Hunt. 



PASSAGE FROM MIRANDOLA. 

My own sweet love ! O my dear peerless wife ! 
By the blue sky and all the crowding stars, 
I love you better— oh, far better than 
Woman was ever loved. There is not an hour, 
Of day or dreaming night but I am with thee ; 
There's not a wind but whispers of thy name, 
And not a flower that sleeps beneath the moon 
But in its hues or fragrance tells a tale of thee. 

Barry Cornwall. 



TWO SIDES OF IT 

HE. 

If you were but in love with me 

As I, dear, am with you — 
Think how your heart would grieve to see 

Each cherished hope untrue ; 
And think how dark the world would seem 
At the sad ending of your dream ! 
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SHE. 

If you were not in love with me 

As I am not with you, 
Imagine how you'd long to flee 

As I now yearn to do — 
Think, think, oh think ! how bored you'd be 
If you were not in love with me. 



LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM. 

Oh ! the days are gone when Beauty bright 

My heart's chain wove ! 
When my dream of life, from morn till night 

Was love, still love ! 

New hope may bloom, 

And days may come 

Of milder, calmer beam, 
But there's nothing half so sweet in life 

As Love's young dream ! 
Oh, there's nothing half so sweet in life 

As Love's young dream ! 

Though the bard to purer fame may soar, 

When wild youth's past ; 
Though he win the wise, who frowned before 

To smile at last ; 

He'll never meet 

A joy so sweet, 

In all his noon of fame, 
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As when first he sang to woman's ear 

His soul-felt flame, 
And, at every close, she blushed to hear 

The one loved name ! 

• 
Oh ! that hallowed form is ne'er forgot 

Which first love traced ; 
Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 

On memory's waste ! 

'Twas odor fled 

As soon as shed ; 

'Twas morning's winged dream ; 
'Twas a light that ne'er can shine again 

On life's dull stream ! 
Oh ! 'twas light that ne'er can shine again 

On life's dull stream. 

Thomas Moore. 



MATT) OF ATHENS. 

Maid of Athens, ere we part, 
Give, oh give me back my heart ! 
Or, since that has left my breast, 
Keep it now, and take the rest ! 
Hear my vow before I go, 
My dearest life, I love thee. 

By those tresses unconfined, 
Wooed by each ^Egean wind ; 
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By those lids whose jetty fringe 
Kiss thy soft cheeks' blooming tinge ; 
By those wild eyes like the roe, 
My dearest life, I love thee. 

• 
By that lip I long to taste ; 

By that zone encircled waist ; 

By all the token-flowers that tell 

What words can never speak so well ; 

By love's alternate joy and woe, 

My dearest life, I love thee. 

Maid of Athens ! I am gone ; 
Think of me sweet ! when alone. 
Though I fly to Istambol, 
Athens holds my heart and soul ; 
Can I cease to love thee? No ! 
My dearest life, I love thee. 

Lord Byron. 

WHEN WE TWO PARTED. 

When we two parted 

In silence and tears, 
Half broken-hearted 

To sever for years, 
Pale grew thy cheek, and cold, 

Colder thy kiss ; 
Truly, that hour foretold 

Sorrow to this. 
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The dew of the morning 

Sank chill on my brow — 
It felt like the warning 

Of what I feel now. 
Thy vows are all broken, 

And light is thy fame ; 
I hear thy name spoken, 

And share in its shame. 

They name thee before me, 

A knell to mine ear ; 
A shudder comes o'er me — 

Why wert thou so dear! 
They know not I knew thee, 

Who knew thee too well ; — 
Long, long shall I rue thee, 

Too deeply to tell. 

In secret we met — 

In silence I grieve 
That thy heart could forget, 

Thy spirit deceive. 
If I should meet thee 

After long years, 
How should I greet theef — 

With silence and tears. 

Lord Byron. 
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FORGET THEE. 

" Forget thee f " If to dream by night, 

And muse on thee by day, 
If all the worship deep and wild 

A poet's heart can pay, 
If prayers in absence breathed for thee 

To Heaven's protecting power, 
If winged thoughts that flit to thee, — 

A thousand in an hour, 
If busy Fancy blending thee 

With all my future lot, — 
If this thou call'st "forgetting," 

Thou, indeed, shall be forgot ! 

" Forget thee f " Bid the forest-birds 

Forget their sweetest tune ; 
" Forget thee ? " Bid the sea forget 

To swell beneath the moon, 
Bid the thirsty flowers forget to drink 

The eve's refreshing dew ; 
Thyself forget thine own "dear land," 

And its " mountains wild and blue," 
Forget each old familiar face, 

Each long-remembered spot, — 
When these things are forgot by thee, 

Then thou shalt be forgot ! 

Keep, if thou wilt, thy maiden peace, 
Still calm and fancy-free, 
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For God forbid thy gladsome heart 

Should grow less glad for me ; 
Yet, while that heart is still unwon, 

Oh, bid not mine to rove, 
But let it nurse its humble faith, 

And uncomplaining love ; — 
If these, preserved for patient years, 

At last avail me not, 
Forget me then ; but ne'er believe 

That thou canst be forgot ! 

John Moultrie. 



FOREVER THINE. 

Forever thine, whate'er this heart betide ; 

Forever mine, where'er our lot be cast ; 
Fate, that may rob us of all wealth beside, 

Shall leave us love — till life itself be past. 

The world may wrong us, we will brave its hate ; 

False friends may change, and falser hopes 

decline ; 

Though bowed by cankering cares, we'll smile at 

Fate, 

Since thou art mine, beloved, and I am thine ! 

Forever thine, when circling years have spread 
Time's snowy blossoms o'er thy placid brow; 
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When youth's rich glow, its "purple light," is 
fled, 
And lilies bloom where roses flourish now ;— 

Say, shall I love the fading beauty less 
Whose spring-tide radiance has been wholly 
minef — 
No, — come what will, thy steadfast truth Fll 
bless, 
In youth, in age — thine own, forever thine ! 

Forever thine, at evening's dewy hour, 
When gentle hearts to tenderest thoughts in- 
cline; 

When balmiest odors from each closing flower 
Are breathing round me, — thine, forever thine ! 

Forever thine ! 'mid Fashion's heartless throng; 

In courtly bowers, at Folly's gilded shrine ; — 
Smiles on my cheek, light words upon my 
tongue, 

My deep heart still is thine, — forever thine ! 

Forever thine, amid the boisterous crowd, 
Where the jest sparkles, with the sparkling 
wine; 

I may not name thy gentle name aloud, 
But drink to thee in thought, — forever thine ! 
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I would not, sweet, profane that silvery sound, — 
The depths of love could such rude hearts 
divine! 
Let the loud laughter peal, the toast go round, 
My thoughts, my thoughts are thine, — forever 
thine! 

Forever thine, whate'er this heart betide ; 

Forever mine, where'er our lot be cast ; 
Fate, that may rob us of all wealth beside, 

Shall leave us love, — till life itself be past ! 

Alario Alexander Watts. 

OH SAW YE THE LASSf 

Oh saw ye the lass wi' the bonnie blue eenf 
Her smile is the sweetest that ever was seen ; 
Her cheek like the rose is, but fresher, I ween ; 
She's the loveliest lassie that trips on the green. 

The home of my love is below in the valley, 
Where wild flowers welcome the wandering bee ; 
But the sweetest of flowers in that spot that is 

seen 
Is the dear one I love wi' the bonnie blue een. 

When night overshadows her cot in the glen, 
She'll steal out to meet her loved Donald again *. 
And when the moon shines on yon valley so green, 
111 welcome the lass wi' the bonnie blue een. 
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As the dove that has wandered away from its nest, 
Returns to the mate his fond heart loves the best, 
Fll fly from the world's false and vanishing scene, 
To my dear one, the lass wi' the bonnie blue een. 

Anonymous. 

COMING THROUGH THE RYE. 

Gin a body meet a body 

Comin , through the rye, 
Gin a body kiss a body, 

Need a body cry? 
Every lassie has her laddie — 

Ne'er a ane hae I ; 
Yet a' the lads they smile at me 

When comin , through the rye. 
Amang the train there is a swain 

I dearly lo'e myseP ; 
But whaur his hame, or what his name, 

I dinna care to tell. 

Gin a body meet a body 

001111^ frae the town, 
Gin a body greet a body, 

Need a body frown? 
Every lassie has her laddie — 

Ne'er a ane hae I ; 
Yet a' the lads they smile at me 

When comin' through the rye. 
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Amang the train there is a swain 

I dearly lo'e mysel' ; 
But whaur his hame, or what his name, 

I dinna care to tell. 

Anonymous. 



OH! SAY NOT WOMAN'S HEAET IS 

BOUGHT. 

Oh ! say not woman's heart is bought 

With vain and empty treasure ; 
Oh ! say not woman's heart is caught 

By every idle pleasure. 
When first her gentle bosom knows 

Love's flame, it wanders never ; 
Deep in her heart the passion glows, — 

She loves, and loves forever. 

Oh ! say not woman's false as fair, 

That like the bee she ranges ; 
Still seeking flowers more sweet and rare, 

As fickle fancy changes. 
Ah, no ! the love that first can warm 

Will leave her bosom never ; 
No second passion e'er can charm, — 

She loves, and loves forever. 

Thomas Love Peacock. 
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HAPPIEST DAYS. 

They tell us, love, that you and I 

Our happiest days are seeing, 
While yet is shut from either's eye 

The change that waits our being. 
Ah ! life, they say, is a weary way, 

With less of joy than sorrow. 
For where the sunlight falls to-day 

There'll be a shade to-morrow. 

If ours be love that will not bear 

The test of change and sorrow, 
And only deeper channels wear 

In passing to each morrow ; 
Then better were it that to-day 

We fervently were praying 
That what we have might pass away 

While we the words were saying. 

The heart has depths of bitterness, 

As well as depths of pleasure ; 
And those who love, love not, unless 

They both of these can measure. 
There is a time, and it will come, 

When this they must discover, 
And woe if either then be dumb 

To power that moved the lover. 
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There are some spots where each may fall, 

And each will need sustaining ; 
And suffering is the lot of all, 

And is of God's ordaining ; 
Then wherefore do our hearts unite 

In bonds that none can sever, 
If not to bless each changing light, 

And strengthen each endeavor? 

Then, while these happy days we bless, 

Let us no doubt be sowing ; 
God's mercy never will be less, 

Though He should change the showing. 
Such be our faith, as on we tread, 

Each trusting and obeying, 

As two who by His hand are led, 

And hear what He is saying. 

Anonymous. 



LOVE AND ABSENCE. 

Let it not grieve thee, dear, to hear me say 
'Tis false that absence maketh the fond heart 
More fond ; that when alone, and far apart 
From thee, I love thee more from day to day. 
Not so ; for then my heart would ever pray 
For longer separation, that I might 
In absence from thee gain the utmost height 
Of love unrealized ; nor would I stay 
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In my swift course, but ever onward press, 
Until mine eager hand should touch the goal 
Of possible passion. Did I love thee less, 
Then might I love thee more ; but now my soul 
Is filled throughout with perfect tenderness ; 
No part of me thou hast, but the full whole. 

James Ashcroft Noble. 

TELL HIM I LOVE HIM YET. 

Tell him I love him yet, as in that joyous time ; 
Tell him I ne'er forget, though memory now be 

crime; 
Tell him, when sad moonlight is over earth and 

sea, 
I dream of him by night, — he must not dream of 

me! 

Tell him to go where Fame looks proudly on the 

brave ; 
Tell him to win a name by deeds on land and 

wave; 
Green, green upon his brow the laurel-wreath 

shall be ; 
Although the laurel now may not be shared with 

me. 

Tell him to smile again in pleasure's dazzling 

throng, 
To wear another's chain, to praise another's song ; 
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Before the loveliest there, Fd have him bend the 

knee. 
And breathe to her the prayer he used to breathe 

to me. 

And tell him, day by day life looks to me more 

dim; 
I falter when I pray, although I pray for him. 
And bid him, when I die, come to our favorite 

tree; 
I shall not hear him sigh, — then let him sigh for 

me! 

WlNTHROP MACKWORTH PrAED. 



SONG. 

A place in thy memory, dearest, 

Is all that I claim, 
So pause and look back when thou nearest 

The sound of my name. 
Another may woo thee nearer, 

Another may win and wear, 
I care not though he be dearer, 

If I am remembered there. 

Could I be thy true lover, dearest, 

Oouldst thou smile on me, 
I would be the fondest and nearest 

That ever loved thee. 
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But a cloud o'er my pathway is glooming 
Which never must break upon thine, 

And Heaven which made thee all blooming 
Ne'er made thee to wither on mine. 

Remember me not as a lover 

Whose fond hopes are crossed, 
Whose bosom can never recover 

The light it has lost ; — 
As the young bride remembers the mother 

She loves, yet never may see, 
As a sister remembers a brother, 

Oh, dearest, remember me. 

Gerald Griffin. 

I WANDERED BY THE BROOK-SIDE. 

I wandered by the brook-side, 

I wandered by the rill, 
I could not hear the brook flow, 

The noisy wheel was still. 
There was no burr of grasshopper, 

No chirp of any bird ; 
But the beating of my own heart, 

Was all the sound I heard. 

I sat beneath the elm-tree, 
I watched the long, long shade, 

And as it grew still longer, 
I did not feel afraid; 
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For I listened for a foot fall, 

I listened for a word ; 
But the beating of my own heart, 

Was all the sound I heard. 

He came not — no, he came not, — 

The night came on alone. 
The little stars sat, one by one, 

Each on his golden throne ; 
The evening air passed by my cheek, 

The leaves above were stirred ; 
But the beating of my own heart, 

Was all the sound I heard. 

Fast, silent tears were flowing, 

When something stood behind, 
A hand was on my shoulder, 

I knew its touch was kind ; 
It drew me nearer, nearer, 

We did not speak one word ; 
For the beating of our own hearts, 

Was all the sound we heard. 

Lord Houghton. 

MY WEE, WEE WIFE. 

My wee wife dwells in yonder cot, 

My bonny bairnies three ; 
Oh ! happy is the husband's lot 

Wi' bairnies on his knee. 
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My wee, wee wife, my wee, wee wife, 

My bonny bairnies three, — 
How bright is day, how sweet is life, 

When love lights up the e'e ! 

The king o'er me may wear a crown, 

Have millions bow the knee, 
But lacks he love to share his throne, 

How poor a king is he ! 
My wee, wee wife, my wee, wee wife, 

My bonny bairnies three, 
Let kings ha'e thrones 'mang warld's strife* 
Your hearts are thrones to me. 

I've felt oppression's galling chain, 

I've shed the tear of care, 
But feeling ay lost a' its pain, 

When my wee wife was near. 
My wee, wee wife, my wee, wee wife, 

My bonnie bairnies three, 
The chains we wear are sweet to bear, — 

How sad could we go free ! 

Alexander Hume. 

LAMENT OF THE IRISH EMIGRANT. 

I'm sittin' on the stile, Mary, 

Where we sat side by side, 
On a bright May mornin', long ago, 

When first you were my bride ; 
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The corn was 8pringiIl , fresh and green, 
And the lark sang loud and high ; 

And the red was on your lip, Mary, 
And the love-light in your eye. 

The place is little changed, Mary, 

The day is bright as then, 
The lark's loud song is in my ear, 

And the corn is green again : 
But I miss the soft clasp of your hand, 

And your breath warm on my cheek ; 
And I still keep listenm' for the words 

You never more will speak. 

'Tis but a step down yonder lane, 

And the little church stands near, — 
The church where we were wed, Mary ; 

I see the spire from here. 
But the graveyard lies between, Mary, 

And my step might break your rest, — 
For Fve laid you, darling, down to sleep, 

With your baby on your breast. 

Fm very lonely, now, Mary, — 
For the poor make no new friends ; 

But, oh ! they love the better still 
The few our Father sends ! 

And you were all I had, Mary, 
My blessin' and my pride ; 
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There's nothing left to care for now, 
Since my poor Mary died. 

Yours was the good, brave heart, Mary, 

That still kept hoping on, 
When the trust in God had left my soul, 

And my arm's young strength was gone ; 
There was comfort ever on your lip, 

And the kind look on your brow, — 
I bless you, Mary for that same, 

Though you cannot hear me now. 

I thank you for the patient smile 

When your heart was fit to break, — 
When the hunger pain was gnawin' there ; 

And you hid it for my sake ; 
I bless you for the pleasant word, 

When your heart was sad and sore, — 
Oh, I'm thankful you are gone, Mary, 

Where grief can't reach you more ! 

Fm bidding you a long farewell, 

My Mary, — kind and true ! 
But 111 not forget you darling, 

In the land Fm going to ; 
They say there's bread and work for all; 

And the sun shines always there, — 
But I'll not forget old Ireland, 

Were it fifty times as fair ! 
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And often in those grand old woods 

I'll sit and shut my eyes, 
And my heart will travel back again 

To the place where Mary lies ; 
And Fll think I see the little stile 

Where we sat side by side, 
And the springm' corn, and the bright May morn, 

When first you were my bride. 

Lady Dufferin. 

MY LOVER SANG. 

He sang, my lover sang 
With mellow, melting note 
From out his grand, full throat, 
Through all my thrilling soul it rang, 
The song my lover sang. 

He sang, my lover sang 
Amid a list'ning throng 
Who deemed for them the song ; 
But ah ! I knew for me it rang, 
The song my lover sang. 

He sang, my lover sang ! 

"I love ! I love ! " they heard, 

But I, a further word ; 

" I love you ! I love you ! n so it rang, 

The song my lover sang. 
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He sang; my lover sang ! 
Then first I fully knew 
My heart was singing too. 
"I love you ! n so my echo rang 
As sweet my lover sang. 

KITTY NEIL. 

" Ah ! sweet Kitty Neil, rise up from that wheel, 
Your neat little foot will be weary with spin- 
ning; 
Come trip down with me to the sycamore-tree ; 
Half the parish is there, and the dance is be- 
ginning. 
The sun has gone down, but the full harvest-moon 
Shines sweetly and cool on the dew-whitened 
valley ; 
While all the air rings with the soft loving things 
Each little bird sings in the green-shaded alley." 

With a blush and a smile Kitty rose up the while, 
Her eye in the glass, as she bound her hair, 
glancing ; 
'Tis hard to refuse when a young lover sues, 
So she couldn't but choose to go off to the 
dancing. 
And now on the green the glad groups are seen, 
Each gay-hearted lad with the lass of his 
choosing ; 
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And Pat without fail leads out sweet Kitty Neil. 
Somehow, when he asked, she ne'er thought of 
refusing. 

And Felix Magee put his pipes to his knee, 
And with nourish so free sets each couple in 
motion : 
With a cheer and a bound the lads patter the 
ground, 
The maids move around just like swans on the 
ocean, 
Cheeks bright as the rose, feet light as the doe's, 

Now coyly retiring, now boldly advancing ; 
Search the world all around from the sky to the 
ground, 
No such sight can be found as an Irish lass 
dancing. 

Sweet Kate, who could view your bright eyes of 
deep blue, 
Beaming humidly through their dark lashes so 
mildly, 
Your fair turned arm, heaving breast, rounded 
form, 
Nor feel his heart warm, and his pulses throb 
wildly? 
Young Pat feels his heart, as he gazes, depart, 
Subdued by the smart of such painful yet 
sweet love : 
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The sight leaves his eye as he cries, with a si 

" Dance light, for my heart it lies under y 

feet, love ! " 

John Francis Wallei 



EDWARD GRAY. 

Sweet Emma Moreland, of yonder town, 
Met me walking on yonder way, 

"And have you lost your heart?" she said; 
"And are you married yet, Edward Gray 

Sweet Emma Moreland spoke to me : 
Bitterly weeping I turned away ; 

" Sweet Emma Moreland, love no more 
Can touch the heart of Edward Gray. 

"Ellen Adair she loved me well, 
Against her father's and mother's will ; 

To-day I sat for an hour and wept 
By Ellen's grave, on the windy hill. 

" Shy she was, and I thought her cold ; 

Thought her proud, and fled over the sea 
Filled I was with folly and spite, 

When Ellen Adair was dying for me. 

" Cruel, cruel the words I said ! 

Cruelly came they back to-day : 
'You're too slight and fickle,' I said, 

' To trouble the heart of Edward Gray. 7 
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" There I put my face in the grass — 
Whispered, l Listen to my despair : 

I repent me of all I did : 
Speak a little, Ellen Adair ! " 

"Then I took a pencil, and wrote 

On the mossy stone, as I lay, 
'Here lies the body of Ellen Adair; 

And here the heart of Edward Gray ! ' 

"Love may come, and love may go, 
And fly like a bird, from tree to tree : 

But I will love no more, no more, 
Till Ellen Adair come back to me. 

"Bitterly wept I over the stone : 

Bitterly weeping I turned away : 
There lies the body of Ellen Adair ! 

And there the heart of Edward Gray ! " 

Alfred Tennyson. 
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People have teased and vexed me, 
Worried me early and late : 

Some with the love they bore me, 
Other some with their hate. 

They drugged my glass with poison, 
They poisoned the bread I ate : 
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Some with the love they bore me, 
Other some with their hate. 

But she who has teased and vexed me, 
And worried me far the most — 

She never hated me, never, 
And her love I could never boast. 

From Heine. 

TOO LATE. 

Could ye come back to me, Douglas, Douglas, 

In the old likeness that I knew, 
I would be so faithful, so loving, Douglas, 

Douglas, Douglas, tender and true. 

Never a scornful word should grieve ye, 
Fd smile on ye sweet as the angels do : 

Sweet as your smile on me shone ever, 
Douglas, Douglas, tender and true. 

Oh ! to call back the days that are not ! 

My eyes were blinded, your words were few ; 
Do you know the truth now up in heaven, 

Douglas, Douglas, tender and true? 

I never was worthy of you, Douglas ; 

Not half worthy the like of you ; 
Now all men beside seem to me like shadows — 

I love you, Douglas, tender and true. 
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Stretch out your hand to me, Douglas, Douglas, 
Drop forgiveness from heaven like dew, 

As I lay my heart on your dead heart, Douglas, 
Douglas, Douglas, tender and true. 

Mrs. Craik. 

JANETTE'S HAIR. 

"Oh, loosen the snood that you wear, Janette, 
Let me tangle a hand in your hair — my pet ; " 
For the world to me had no daintier sight 
Than your brown hair veiling your shoulder 
white. 

It was brown with a golden gloss, Janette, 
It was finer than silk of the floss — my pet ; 
'Twas a beautiful mist falling down to your wrist, 
'Twas a thing to be braided, and jeweled, and 

kissed — 
'Twas the loveliest hair in the world — my pet. 

My arm was the arm of a clown, Janette, 
It was sinewy, bristled, and brown — my pet ; 
But warmly and softly it loved to caress 
Your round white neck and your wealth of tress, 
Your beautiful plenty of hair — my pet. 

Your eyes had a swimming glory, Janette, 
Revealing the old, dear story — my pet ; 
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They were gray with that chastened tinge of the 

sky 
When the trout leaps quickest to snap the fly, 
And they matched with your golden hair — my pet 

Your lips — but I have no words, Janette — 
They were fresh as the twitter of birds — my pet, 
When the spring is young, and roses are wet, 
With the dew-drops in each red bosom set, 
And they suited your gold-brown hair — my pet. 

Oh, you tangled my life in your hair, Janette, 
'Twas a silken and golden snare — my pet ; 
But, so gentle the bondage, my soul did implore 
The right to continue your slave evermore, 
With my Angers enmeshed in your hair — my pet. 

Thus ever I dream what you were, Janette, 
With your lips and your eyes and your hair — mj 

pet. 
In the darkness of desolate years I moan, 
And my tears fall bitterly over the stone 
That covers your golden hair — my pet. 

Charles Graham Halpine. 

A MATCH. 

If love were what the rose is, 
And I were like the leaf, 
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Our lives would grow together 
In sad or singing weather, 
Blown fields or flowerful closes, 
Green pleasure or gray grief ; 
If love were what the rose is, 
And I were like the leaf. 

If I were what the words are, 
And love were like the tune, 
With double sound and single 
Delight our lips would mingle, 
With kisses glad as birds are 
That get sweet rain at noon ; 
If I were what the words are, 
And love were like the tune. 

If yon were life my darling, 
And I your love, were death, 
We'd shine and snow together 
Ere March made sweet the weather 
With daffodil and starling, 
And hours of fruitful breath ; 
If you were life, my darling, 
And I, your love, were death. 

If you were thrall to sorrow, 
And I were page to joy, 
We'd play for lives and seasons, 
With loving looks and treasons, 
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And tears of night and morrow, 
And laughs of maid and boy ; 
If you were thrall to sorrow, 
And I were page to joy. 

If you were April's lady, 
And I were lord of May, 
We'd throw with leaves for hours, 
And draw for days with flowers, 
Till day like night were shady, 
And night were bright as day ; 
If you were April's lady, 
And I were lord of May. 

• 

If you were .queen of pleasure, 
And I were king of pain, 
We'd hunt down love together, 
Pluck out his flying-feather, 
And teach his feet a measure, 
And find his mouth a rein ; 
If you were queen of pleasure^ 
And I were king of pain. 

Algernon Charles Swinburne 

COME INTO THE GARDEN, MAUD. 
Garden Song. 

» 

Come into the garden, Maud, 
For the black bat, night, has flown ; 
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Come into the garden, Maud, 

I am here at the gate alone ; 
And the woodbine spices are wafted abroad, 

And the musk of the roses blown. 

For a breeze of morning moves, 
And the planet of Love is on high, 

Beginning to faint in the light that she loves, 
On a bed of daffodil sky, 

To faint in the light of the sun she loves, 
To faint in the light, and to die. 

All night have the roses heard 

The flute, violin, bassoon ; 
All night has the casement jessamine stirred 

To the dancers dancing in tune ; 
Till a silence fell with the waking bird, 

And a hush with the setting moon. 

I said to the lily, "There is but one 

With whom she has heart to be gay. 
When will the dancers leave her alone? 

She is weary of dance and play." 
Now half to the setting moon are gone, 

And half to the rising day ; 
Low on the sand and loud on the stone 

The last wheel echoes away. 

I said to the rose, "The brief night goes 
In babble and revel and wine, 
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O young lord-lover, what sighs are those, 

For one that will never be thine ? 
But mine, but mine," so I sware to the rose, 

"For ever and ever, mine." 

And the soul of the rose went into my blood, 

As the music clashed in the hall ; 
And long by the garden lake I stood, 

For I heard your rivulet fall 
From the lake to the meadow, and on to the 
wood, 

Our wood that is dearer than all ; 

From the meadow your walks have left so 
sweet 

That whenever a March-wind sighs, 
He sets the jewel-print of your feet 

In violets blue as your eyes, 
To the woody hollows in which we meet, 

And the valleys of Paradise. 

The slender acacia would not shake 

One long milk-bloom on the tree ; 
The white lake blossom fell into the lake 

As the pimpernel dozed on the lea ; 
But the rose was awake all night for your sake, 

Knowing your promise to me ; 
The lilies and roses were all awake, 

They sighed for the dawn and thee. 
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Queen rose of the rose-bud garden of girls, 

Come hither, the dances are done, 
In gloss of satin and glimmer of pearls, 

Queen lily and rose in one ; 
Shine out, little head, sunning over with curls, 

To the flowers, and be their sun. 

There has fallen a splendid tear 

From the passion-flower at the gate. 
She is coming, my dove, my dear ; 

She is coming, my life, my fate ; 
The red rose cries, "She is near, she is near; ,; 

And the white rose weeps, " She is late ; " 
The larkspur listens, "I hear, I hear," 

And the lily whispers, " I wait." 

She is coming, my own, my sweet ; 

Were it ever so airy a tread 
My heart would hear her and beat, 

Were it earth in an earthy bed ; 
My dust would hear her and beat, 

Had 1 lain for a century dead ; 
Would start and tremble under her feet, 

And blossom in purple and red. 

Alfred Tennyson. 
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THE LOVER'S APPEAL. 

And wilt thou leave me thus? 
Say nay ! say nay ! for shame, 
To save thee from the blame 
Of all my grief and grame. 
And wilt thou leave me thus? 
Say nay ! say nay ! 

And wilt thou leave me thus, 
That hath loved thee so long 
In wealth and woe among ; 
And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus? 
Say nay, say nay ! 

And wilt thou leave me thus, 
That hath given thee my heart 
Never for to depart 
Neither for pain nor smart : 
And wilt thou leave me thus? 
Say nay, say nay ! 

And wilt thou leave me thus, 
And have no more pity 
Of him that loveth thee? 
Alas ! thy cruelty ! 
And wilt thou leave me thus? 
Say nay, say nay ! 

Sir T. Wyai 
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BEWARE. 

I know a maiden fair to see, 

Take care ! 
She can both false and friendly be, 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

She has two eyes, so soft and brown, 

Take care ! 
She gives a side-glance and looks down, 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

And she has hair of a golden hue, 

Take care ! 
And what she says, it is not true, 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

She has a bosom as white as snow, 

Take care ! 
She knows how much it is best to show, 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 
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She gives thee a garland woven fair, 

Take care ! 
It is a fool's-cap for thee to wear, 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! Longfew-ow. 



SALLY EST OUR ALLEY. 

Of all the girls that are so smart 

There's none like pretty Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 
There is no lady in the land 

Is half so sweet as Sally : 
She is the darling of my hearty 

And she lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage-nets 

And through the streets does cry 'em; 
Her mother she sells laces long 

To such as please to buy 'em ; 
But sure such folks could ne'er beget 

So sweet a girl as Sally ! 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

When she is by, I leave my work, 
I love her so sincerely ; 



SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 117 

My master comes like any Turk, 

And bangs me most severely — 
But let him bang his bellyful, 

I'll bear it all for Sally : 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

Of all the days that's in the week 

I dearly love but one day — 
And that's the day that comes betwixt 

A Saturday and Monday ; 
For then Fm drest all in my best 

To walk abroad with Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

My master carries me to church, 

And often am I blamed 
Because I leave him in the lurch 

As soon as text is named ; 
I leave the church in sermon-time 

And slink away to Sally, 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

When Christmas comes about again 

O then I shall have money ; 
I'll hoard it up, and box it all, 

TO give it to my honey : 
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I would it were ten thousand pounds, 

I'd give it all to Sally : 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

My master and the neighbors all 
Make game of me and Sally, 

And, but for her, Pd better be 
A slave and row in a galley ; 

But when my seven long years are out 
O then Pll marry Sally, — 

O then Pll wed, and then well bed, 

But not in our alley* 

H. Oabet. 

A WISH. 

Mine be a cot beside the hill ; 

A bee-hive's hum shall soothe my ear; 
A willowy brook that turns a mill, 

With many a fall shall linger near. 

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch 
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest ; 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch, 
And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

Around my ivied porch shall spring 
Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew; 

And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing 
In russet-gown and apron blue. 
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The village-church among the trees, 
Where first our marriage-vows were given, 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze 
And point with taper spire to Heaven. 

S. Rogers. 



ALL FOR LOVE. 

talk not to me of a name great in story ; 

The days of our youth are the days of our 

glory: 
And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-twenty 
Are worth all your laurels, though ever so plenty. 

What are garlands and crowns to the brow that 

is wrinkled? 
'Tis but a dead flower with May-dew besprinkled ; 
Then away with all such from the head that is 

hoary — 
What care I for the wreaths that can only give 

glory? 

Fame ! — if I e'er took delight in thy praises, 

'Twas less for the sake of thy high-sounding 
phrases, 

Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one dis- 
cover. 

She thought that I was not unworthy to love 
her. 
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There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found 

thee; 
Her glance was the best of the rays that surround 

thee, 
When it sparkled o'er aught that was bright in 

my story 
I knew it was love, and I felt it was glory. 

Lord Byron. 
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She is not fair to outward view 

As many maidens be ; 
Her loveliness I never knew 

Until she smiled on me. 
O then I saw her eye was bright, 
A well of love, a spring of light. 

But now her looks are coy and cold, 

To mine they ne'er reply, 
And yet I cease not to behold 

The love-light in her eye : 
Her very frowns are fairer far 
Than smiles of other maidens are. 

H. Coleridge. 
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SHE WAS A PHANTOM OF DELIGHT. 

She was a phantom of delight, 
When first she gleamed upon my sight ; 
A lovely apparition, sent 
To be a moment's ornament ; 
Her eyes as stars of twilight fair ; 
Like Twilight's too, her dusky hair ; 
But all things else about her drawn 
From May-time and the cheerful dawn ; 
A dancing shape, an image gay, 
To haunt, to startle, and waylay. 

I saw her upon nearer view. 

A spirit, yet a woman too. 

Her household motions light and free, 

And steps of virgin-liberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 

Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food, 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now I see with eye serene 
The very pulse of the machine, 
A being breathing thoughtful breath, 
A traveler between life and death ; 
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The reason firm, the temperate will, 
Endurance, foresight, strength and skill ; 
A perfect woman, nobly planned 
To warn, to comfort, and command ; 
And yet a Spirit still, and bright, 
With something of an angel light. 

Wordsworth. 



I FEAR THY KISSES. 

I fear thy kisses, gentle maiden, 
Thou need'st not fear mine ; 

My spirit is too deeply laden 
Ever to burthen thine. 

I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion, 
Thou need'st not fear mine ; 

Innocent is the heart's devotion 
With which I worship thine. 

P. B. Shelley. 

SONNET. 

First time he kissed me, he but only kissed 
The fingers of this hand wherewith I write ; 
And ever since, it grew more clean and white, 
Slow to world-greetings, quick with its "Oh 

list," 
When the angels speak. A ring of amethyst 
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I could not wear here, plainer to my sight, 
Than that first kiss. The second pass'd in height 
The first, and sought the forehead, and half 

miss'd, 
Half falling on the hair. Oh, beyond meed ! 
That was the chrism of love, which love's own 

crown, 
With sanctifying sweetness, did precede. 
The third upon my lips was folded down 
In perfect, purple state ; since when, indeed, 
I have been proud, and said, " My love, my own ! n 
Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 



THE UNEEALIZED IDEAL. 

My only love is always near, — 

In country or in town. 
I see her twinkling feet, I hear 

The whisper of her gown. 

She foots it ever fair and young. 

Her locks are tied in haste, 
And one is o'er her shoulder flung, 

And hangs below her waist. 

She ran before me in the meads ; 

And down this world-worn track 
She leads me on ; but while she leads 

She never gazes back. 



\ 
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And yet her voice is in my dreams, 
To witch me more and more ; 

That wooing voice ! Ah me, it seems 
Less near me than of yore. 

Lightly I sped when hope was high, 
And youth beguiled the chase ; 

I follow, — follow still, but I 
Shall never see her Face. 

Frederick Locker. 



OPEN THE TEMPLE GATES. 

Open the temple gates unto my love, 
Open them wide that she may enter in, 
And all the posts adorn as doth behove, 
And all the pillars deck with garlands trim, 
For to receive the saint with honor due, 
That cometh in to you. 
With trembling steps and humble reverence 
She cometh in, before the Almighty's view ; 
Of her, ye virgins, learn obedience, 
When so ye come into those holy places, 
To humble your proud faces. 
Bring her up to the high altar, that she may 
The sacred ceremonies there partake, 
The which do endless matrimony make ; 
And let the roaring organs loudly play 
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The praises of the Lord in lively notes : 

The whiles, with hollow throats, 

The choristers the joyous anthem sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and their echo 

ring. 

Behold, whiles she before the altar stands, 

Hearing the holy priest that to her speaks, 

And blesseth her with his two happy hands, 

How the red roses flush up in her cheeks, 

And the pure snow, with goodly vermeil stain, 

Like crimson dyed in grain ; 

That even the angels, which continually 

About the sacred altar do remain, 

Forget their service, and about her fly, 

Oft peeping in her face, that seems more fair 

The more they on it stare. 

But her sad eyes, still fastened on the ground, 

Are governed with goodly modesty, 

That suffers not one look to glance awry, 

Which may let in a little thought unsound. 

Why blush ye, love, to give to me your hand, 

The pledge of all our band? 

Sing, ye sweet angels, allelulia sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo 

ring. 

Edmund Spenser. 



\ 
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CUPID AND CAMPASP& 

Cupid and my Campaspe played 

At cards for kisses ; Cupid paid. 

He stakes his quiver, bow, and arrows, 

His mother's doves and team of sparrows; 

Loses them too, then down he throws 

The coral of his lip, the rose 

Growing on's cheek, but none knows how ; 

With these the crystal of his brow, 

And then the diiqple of his chin ; 

All these did my Campaspe win ; 

At last he set her both his eyes ; 

She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 

O Love, hath she done this to theef 

What shall, alas, become of me ! 

John Lylt. 

FAIR IS MY LOVE. 

Fair is my love, and cruel as she's fair ; 

Her brow shades frown, although her eyes are 
sunny; 

Her smiles are lightening, though her pride de- 
spair, 

And her disdains are gall, her favors honey. 

A modest maid, decked with the blush of honor, 

Whose feet do tread green paths of youth and 
love; 
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The wonder of all eyes that look upon her ! 
Sacred on earth, designed a saint above ; 
Chastity and Beauty, which are deadly foes, 
Live reconciled friends within her brow ; 
And had she Pity to conjoin with those, 
Then who had heard the plaints I utter now? 
For had she not been fair, and thus unkind, 
My muse had slept, and had not known my mind. 

Samuel Daniel. 

LOVE. 

There is no life on earth but being in love ! 
There are no studies, no delights, no business, 
No intercourse, or trade of sense, or soul, 
But what is love ! I was the laziest creature, 
The most unprofitable sign of nothing, 
The veriest drone, and slept away my life 
Beyond the dormouse, till I was in love ! 
And now I can outwake the nightingale, 
Outwatch an usurer, and outwalk him too ! 
Stalk like a ghost that haunted 'bout a treasure. 
And all that fancied treasure, it is love ! 

Ben Jonson. 



YE NEEDNA* BE COURTm' AT ME. 

"Ye needna' be courtin' at me, auld man, 
Ye needna' be courtm' at me ; 
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Ye're threescore an' three, an' ye're blin , o 1 an e'e, 
Sae ye needna' be courtin' at me, auld man, 
Ye needna' be courtm* at me." 

" Stan' aff, noo, an' just lat me be, auld man, 

Stan' aft, noo, just lat me be ; 
Ye're auld an* ye're cauld, an' ye're blin', an* ye're 

bald, 
An* ye're nae for a lassie like me, auld man, 

Ye're nae for a lassie like me." 

" Ha'e patience, an' hear me a wee, sweet lass, 

Ha'e patience an' hear me a wee ; 
Fve gowpens o' gowd, an' an aumry weel stow'd, 
An' a heart that lo'es nane but thee, sweet lass, 
A heart that lo'es nane but thee." 



"TO busk you as braw as a queen, sweet lass, 

TO busk you as braw as a queen ; 
Fve guineas to spare, an 7 , hark ye, what's mair, 
Fm only twa score an' fifteen, sweet lass, 
Only twa score and fifteen." 

" Grae hame to your gowd an* your gear, auld man, 

Grae hame to your gowd an' your gear ; 
There's a laddie I ken has a heart like mine ain, 
An' to me he shall ever be dear, auld man, 
To me he shall ever be dear." 
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"Get aff, noo, an' fash me nae mair, auld man, 

Get aff, noo, an' fash me nae mair ; 
There's a something in love that your gowd canna 

move — 
I'll be Johnnie's although I gang bare, auld man, 
I'll be Johnnie's although I gang bare." 

Peter Still. 

THE POWER OF LOVE. 

Hear ye, ladies that despise 

What the mighty Love has done ; 
Fear examples, and be wise : 

Fair Calisto was a nun ; 
Leda, sailing on the stream, 

To deceive the hopes of man, 
Love accounting but a dream, 

Doted on a silver swan ; 
Danae in a brazen tower, 
Where no love was, loved a shower. 

Hear ye, ladies that are coy, 

What the mighty Love can do ; 
Fear the fierceness of the boy ; 

The chaste moon he makes to woo ; 
Vesta, kindling holy fires, 

Circled round about with spies, 
Never dreaming loose desires, 

Doting at the altar dies ; 
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Dion in a short hour, higher 

He can build, and once more fire. 

Beaumont and Fletcher. 

Then fly betimes, for only they 
Conquer love that run away. 

GIVE ME MORE LOVE. 

Give me more love, or more disdain, 
The torrid or the frozen zone 

Brings equal ease unto my pain ; 
The temperate affords me none ; 

Either extreme, of Jove or hate, 

Is sweeter than a calm estate. 

Give me a storm ; if it be love, 
Like Danae in that golden shower, 

I swim in pleasure ; if it prove 
Disdain, that torrent will devour 

My vulture hopes ; and he's possessed 

Of heaven that's but from hell released ; 

Then crown my joys, or cure my pain ; 

Give me more love, or more disdain. 

Thomas Carew. 

TO ANTHEA. 

Bid me to live, and I will live 
Thy protestant to be ; 
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Or bid me love, and I will give 
A loving heart to thee. 

A heart as soft, a heart as kind, 

A heart as sound and free, 
As in the whole world thou canst find, 

That heart Pll give to thee. 

Bid that heart stay, and it will stay, 

To honor thy decree ; 
Or bid it languish quite away, 

And't shall do so for thee. 

Bid me to weep, and I will weep, 

While I have eyes to see, 
And having none, yet I will keep 

A heart to weep for thee. 

Bid me despair, and Pll despair 

Under that cypress tree ; 
Or bid me die, and I will dare 

E'en death, to die for thee. 

Thou art my life, my love, my heart, 

The very eyes of me, 
And hast command of every part, 

To live and die for thee. 

Robert Herrick. 
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SONG. 

Love was not meant for people in their wits, 

And they that fondly show it 

Betray the straw and feathers in their brain, 

And shall have bedlam for their pain ; 

If single love be such a curse, 

To marry is to make it ten times worse. 

James Shirley. 



CUPID'S CURSE. 

My love is fair, my love is gay, 
As fresh as are the flowers in May ; 
And of my love the roundelay, 
My merry, merry roundelay, 
Concludes with Cupid's curse ; 
They that do change old love for new, 
Pray gods they change for worse ! 

My love can pipe, my love can sing, 

My love can many a pretty thing, 

And of his lovely praises ring 

My merry, merry roundelay. 

Amen to Cupid's curse ! 

They that do change old love for new, 

Pray gods they change for worse ! 

George Peels. 
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SONG. 



I prithee send me back my heart, 

Since I cannot have thine, 
For if from yours you will not part, 

Why, then, shouldst thou have mine? 

Yet now I think on% let it lie, 

To find it were in vain ; 
For thou'rt a thief in either eye 

Would steal it back again. 

Why should two hearts in one breast lie, 

And yet not lodge together? 
O Love ! where is thy sympathy, 

If thus our breasts thou sever? 

But love is such a mystery, 

I cannot find it out ; 
For when I think Fm best resolved, 

I then am in most doubt. 

Then farewell care, and farewell woe, 

I will no longer pine : 
For HI believe I have her heart 

As much as she has mine. 

Sir John Suckling. 
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SELF-EXILED. 

It is not that I love you less 

Than when before your feet I lay, 
But to prevent the sad increase 

Of hopeless love I keep away. 
In vain, alas ! for everything 

Which I have known belongs to you; 
Your form does to my fancy cling, 

And make my old wounds bleed anew. 
But vowed I have, and never must 

Your banished servant trouble you ; 
For if I break you may mistrust 

The vow I made to love you, too. 

COME, LET US KISS AND PART. 

Since there's no hope, come, let us kiss and part ! 
Nay, I have done. You get no more of me ; 

And I am glad — yea, glad with all my heart- 
That thus so clearly I myself can free. 

Shake hands forever ! Cancel all our vows ! 
And when we meet at any time again, 

Be it not seen on either of our brows, 
That we one jot of former love retain ! 

Now, at the last gasp of love's latest breath, 
When, his pulse failing, passion speechless lies, 

When faith is kneeling by his bed of death, 
And innocence is closing up his eyes, 
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Now, if thou wouldst, when all have given him 

over, 
From death to life thou mightst him yet recover. 

Michael Drayton. 



FLL NEVER LOVE THEE MORE. 

My dear and only love, I pray 

That little world of thee, 
Be governed by no other sway 

Than purest monarchy ; 
For if confusion have a part, 

Which virtuous souls abhor, 
And hold a synod in thy heart, 

Fll never love thee more. 

As Alexander I will reign, 

And I will reign alone ; 
My thoughts did evermore disdain 

A rival on my throne. 
He either fears his fate too much, 

Or his (leserts are small, 
Who dares not put it to the touch 

To gain or lose it all. 

But I will reign and govern still, 
And always give the law, 

And have each subject at my will, 
And all to stand in awe ; 
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But 'gainst my batteries if I find 
Thou storm or vex me sore, 

As if thou set me as a blind, 
HI never love thee more. 

And in the empire of thy heart, 

Where I should solely be, 
If others do pretend a part, 

Or dare to share with me, — 
Or committees if thou erect, 

Or go on such a score, 
111 smiling mock at thy neglect, 

And never love thee more. 

But if no faithless action stain 

Thy love and constant word, 
Fll make thee famous by my pen, 

And glorious by my sword ; 
Fll serve thee in such noble ways 

As ne'er were known before, 
111 deck and crown thy head with bays 

And love thee more and more. 

Marquis of Montrose. 

AH! HOW SWEET! 

Ah, how sweet it is to love ! 

Ah, how gay is young desire ! 
And what pleasing pains we prove 

When we first approach Love's fire : 
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Pains of love are sweeter far 
Than all other pleasures are. 

Sighs which are from lovers blown 
Do but gently heave the heart, 

E'en the tears they shed alone 
Cure, like trickling balm, their smart. 

Lovers, when they lose their breath, 

Bleed away in easy death. 

Love and Time with reverence use, 
Treat them like a parting friend. 

Nor the golden gifts refuse 
Which in youth sincere they send ; 

For each year their price is more, 

And they less simple than before. 

John Dryden. 

TO ELECTRA. 

I dare not ask a kiss ; 

I dare not beg a smile ; 
Lest having that or this, 

I might grow proud the while. 

No, no, the utmost share 

Of my desires shall be, 
Only to kiss that air 

That lately kisse'd thee. 

Robert Hebrioe. 
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CONSTANCY. 

Out upon it, I have loved 
Three whole days together ; 

And am like to love three more. 
If it prove fair weather. 

Time shall moult away his wings, 

Ere he shall discover 
In the whole wide world again 

Such a constant lover. 

But the spite on't is no praise 

Is due at all to me ; 
Love with me had made no stays, 

Had it any been but she. 

Had it any been but she, 

And that very face, 
There had been at least ere this 

A dozen in her place. 

Sib John Suckling. 



To see her is to love her, 

And love but her forever ; 
For Nature made her what she is, 

And never made another ! 

Robert Burns. 
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THE MANLY HEART. 

Shall I, wasting in despair, 
Die because a woman's fair? 
Or make pale my cheeks with care 
'Cause another's rosy aref 
Be she fairer than the day, 
Or the flow'ry meads in May, 
If she be not so to me, 
What care I how fair she be? 
* * # # * 

'Cause her fortune seems too high, 
Shall I play the fool and die? 
Those that bear a noble mind, 
Where they want of riches find, 
Think what with them they would do 
That without them dare to woo ; 
And unless that mind I see, 
What care I how great she be? 

Great or good, or kind or fair, 
I will ne'er the more despair, 
If she love me, this believe, 
I will die ere she shall grieve ; 
If she slight me when I woo, 
I can scorn and let her go ; 
If she be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom she be? 

George Wither. 
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ADIEU, LOVE. 

So long as I was in your sight 

I was your heart, your soul, your treasure ; 

And evermore you sobbed and sighed, 

Burning in flames beyond all measure. 

Three days endured your love for me, 

And it was lost in other three ! 

Adieu, Love, adieu, Love, untrue Love, 

Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu Love, 

Tour mind is light, soon lost for new love. 

Sure you have made me passing glad, 
That you your love so soon removed, 
Before that I the leisure had 
To choose you for my best beloved ; 
For all your love was past and done 
Two days before it was begun ! 
Adieu, Love, adieu, Love, untrue Love, 
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu Love, 
Tour mind is light, soon lost for new love. 

Marquis of Montrose. 

A COMPLAINT. 

There is a change, — and I am poor ; 

Tour love hath been, nor long ago, 
A fountain at my fond heart's door, 

Whose only business was to flow; 
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And flow it did, not taking heed 
Of its own bounty, or my need. 

What happy moments did I count ! 

Blest was I then all bliss above ! 
Now, for that consecrated fount 

Of murmuring, sparkling, living love, 
What have I ? Shall I dare to tell! 
A comfortless and hidden well. 

A well of love ; it may be deep, — 

I trust it is, — and never dry. 
What matter? If the waters sleep 

In silence and obscurity. 
Such change, and at the very door 
Of my fond heart, hath made me poor. 

William Wordsworth. 

ON A GIRDLE. 

That which her slender waist confined 
Shall now my joyful temples bind : 
No monarch but would give his crown, 
His arms might do what this hath done. 

It was my heaven's extremest sphere, 
The pale which held that lovely deer ; 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 
Did all within this circle move ! 
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A narrow compass ! and yet there 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair; 
Give me but what this ribbon bound, 
Take all the rest the sun goes round. 

Edmund Waller. 

LOVE WAKES AND WEEPS. 

Love wakes and weeps 

While Beauty sleeps ; 
Oh ! for music's softest numbers 

To prompt a theme 

For Beauty's dream, 
Soft as the pillow of her slumbers ! 

Through groves of palm 

Sigh gales of balm ; 
Fire-flies on the air are wheeling ; 

While through the gloom 

Comes soft perfume, 
The distant beds of flowers revealing. 

Oh ! wake and live ! 

No dreams can give 
A shadowed bliss the real excelling; 

No longer sleep — 

From lattice peep, 
And list the tale that love is telling ! 

Sir Walter Scott. 
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RUBIES. 

Often have I heard it said, 
That her lips were ruby-red ; 
Little heed I what they say, — 
I have seen as red as they, 
Ere she smiled on other men, 
Real rubies were they then. 

When she kissed me once in play, 
Rubies were less bright than they, 
And less bright were those which shone 
In the palace of the sun. 
Will they be as bright again f 
Not if kissed by other men. 

Walter Savage Landon. 



THE DAY-DREAM. 

I saw a couch, I saw a quiet room, 

Its shadows heaving by the firelight gloom ; 

All o'er my lips a subtle feeling ran, 

All o'er my lips a soft and breeze-like feeling 

I know not what, — but had the same been stealing 

Upon a sleeping mother's lips, I guess 

It would have made the loving mother dream 
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That she was softly bending down to kiss 

Her babe, that something more than babe did 

seem, 
A floating presence of its darling father, 
And yet its own dear baby self far rather ! 

Across my chest there lay a weight so warm, 
As if some bird had taken shelter there ; 
And lo ! I seemed to see a woman's form — 
Thine, Sara, thine? Oh, joy, if thine it were ! 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 



THE FIRST KISS. 

How delicious is the winning 
Of a kiss at Love's beginning 
When two mutual hearts are sighing 
For the knot there's no untying ! 

Yet remember, 'midst your wooing, 
Love has bliss, but Love has ruing ; 
Other smiles may make you fickle, 
Tears for other charms may trickle. 

Love he comes, and Love he tarries, 
Just as fate or fancy carries ; 
Longest stays when sorest chidden ; 
Laughs and flies, when pressed and bidden. 
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Bind the sea to slumber stilly, 
Bind its odor to the lily, 
Bind the aspen ne'er to quiver, 
Then bind Love to last forever ! 

Love's a fire that needs renewal 

Of fresh beauty for its fuel ; 

Love's wing moults when caged and cap 

tured, 
Only free he soars enraptured. 

Can you keep the bee from ranging, 
Or the ring-dove's neck from changing? 
No ! nor fettered Love from dying 
In the knot there's no untying. 

Thomas Campbell. 

COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 

Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer, 
Though the herd have fled from thee, thy home is 

still here ; 
Here still is the smile, that no cloud can o'ercast, 
And a heart and a hand all thy own to the last. 

Oh ! what was love made for, if 'tis not the same 
Through joy and through torment, through glory 

and shame ? 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt's in that heart, 
I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art. 
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Thou hast called me thy Angel in moments of 

bliss, 
And thy Angel Fll be through the honors of 

this, — 
Through the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to 

pursue, 
And shield thee, and save thee, — or perish there 

too! Thomas Moore. 



Why did she love himf Curious fool, be still ! 
Is human love the growth of human will? 

Lord Byron, 

IF YOU BE A NUN. 

If you be a Nun, Dear, 

A Friar I will be : 
In any cell you run, Dear, 

Pray look behind for me. 
The roses all turn pale too ; 
The doves all take the veil too ; 

The blind will see the show ; 
What ! you become a Nun, my Dear? 

HI not believe it, No ! 

If you become a Nun, Dear, 

The bishop Love will be ; 
The Cupids, every one, Dear, 

Will chant, "We trust to thee ! n 
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The incense will go sighing ; 
The candles fall a-dying ; 

The water turn to wine ; 
What ! yon go take the vows, my Dear? 

You may, — but they'll be mine. 

Leigh Hunt. 

SONG. 

Withdraw not yet those lips and fingers 
Whose touch to mine is rapture's spell ; 

Life's joy for us a moment lingers, 
And death seems in the word — Farewell. 

Thomas Campbell. 



The time I've lost in wooing, 
In watching and pursuing 

The light that lies 

In woman's eyes, 
Has been my heart's undoing. 
Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 
I scorned the love she brought me, 

My only books 

Were woman's looks, 
And folly's all they've taught me. 

Thomas Moore. 
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PASSAGES FROM "DON JUAN." 

"Man's love is of man's life a thing apart, 
'Tis woman's whole existence ; man may range 

The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the 
mart, 
Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer in exchange, 

Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart, 
And few there are whom these cannot estrange ; 

Men have all these resources, we but one, 

To love again, and be again undone. 

"You will proceed in pleasure, and in pride, 
Beloved and loving many ; all is o'er 

For me on earth, except some years to hide 
My shame and sorrow deep in my heart's core I 

These I could bear, but cannot cast aside 
The passion which still rages as before, — 

And so farewell — forgive me, love me — No. 

That word is idle now — but let it go." 



They looked up to the sky, whose floating glow 

Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright ; 
They gazed upon the glittering sea below, 
Whence the broad moon rose circling into 
sight; 
They heard the waves' splash, and the wind so 
low, 
And saw each other's dark eyes darting light 



PASSAGES FROM "DON JUAN." 149 

Into each other — and beholding this, 
Their lips drew near, and clung into a kiss ; 

A long, long kiss, a kiss of youth and love, 
And beauty, all concentrating like rays 

Into one focus, kindled from above : 
Such kisses as belong to early days, 

Where heart, and soul, and sense in concert move, 
And the blood's lava, and the pulse a blaze, 

Each kiss a heart-quake, — for a kiss's strength, 

I think, it must be reckoned by its length. 



Alas ! the love of woman ! it is known 
To be a lovely and a fearful thing ; 

For all of theirs upon that die is thrown, 
And if 'tis lost, life hath no more to bring 

To them, but mockeries of the past alone, 
And their revenge is as the tiger's spring, 

Deadly, and quick, and crushing, yet, as real 

Torture is theirs, what they inflict they feel. 



In her first passion woman loves her lover, 
In all the others all she loves is love, 

Which grows a habit she can ne'er get over, 
And fits her closely — like an easy glove, 

As you may find, whene'er you like to prove her ; 
One man alone at first her heart can move : 
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She then prefers him in the plural number, 
Not finding that the additions much encumbe 

Lord Byron 

HOW MUCH. 

Ask not how much I love thee : 
Do not question why, 

I have told thee the tale 

In the evening pale, 
With a tear and a sigh. 

I told thee, when Love was hopeless — 
But now he is wild and sings — 
That the stars above 
Shine ever on love, 
Though they frown on the fate of kings 
O, a king would have loved and left thee, 

And away thy sweet love cast ; 
But I am thine while the stars shall shine, 
To the last, — to the last ! 

Barry Cornwall (Procter) 

CUPID MISTAKEN. 

As afternoon, one summer day, 
Venus stood bathing in the river, 

Cupid a-shooting went that way, 
New-strung his bow, new-filled his quiver 
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With skill he chose his sharpest dart, 
With all his might his bow he drew ; 

Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too well-guided arrow flew. 

" I faint ! I die ! n the goddess cried. 

" O cruel, couldst thou find no other 
To wreck thy spleen on? Parricide ! 

Like Nero, thou hast slain thy mother." 

Poor Cupid, sobbing, scarce could speak, 
" Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye. 

Alas ! how easy my mistake, 
I took you for your likeness doe." 

Matthew Prior. 



WON'T YOU? 

Do you remember when you heard 
My lips breathe love's faltering word? 

You do, sweet — don't you? 
When, having wandered all the day, 
Linked arm in arm, I dared to say, 

" You'll love me — won't you? " 

And when you blushed and could not speak, 
I fondly kissed your glowing cheek, 
Did that affront you? 



< 
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Oh, surely not — your eye exprest 
No wrath — but said, perhaps in jest, 
"You'll love me — won't you!" 

I'm sure my eyes replied, "I will," 
And you believe that promise still. 

You do, sweet — don't youf 
Yes, yes ! when age has made our eyes 
Unfit for questions or replies, 

You'll love me — wont you? 

Thomas H. Bayly. 



DOLCINO TO MARGARET. 

The world goes up and the world goes down, 
And the sunshine follows the rain, 

And yesterday's sneer and yesterday's frown 
Can never come over again, 

Sweet wife, 
No, never come over again. 

For woman is warm though man be cold, 

And the night will follow the day, 
Till the heart which at even was weary and old 
Can rise in the morning gay, 

Sweet wife, 
To its work in the morning gay. 

Charles Kingsley. 
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HOW MANY TIMES. 

How many times do I love thee, dear? 
Tell me how many thoughts there be 

In the atmosphere 

Of a new-falFn year, 
Whose white and sable hours appear 
The latest flake of Eternity ; 
So many times do I love thee, dear. 

How many times do I love, again f 
Tell me how many beads there are 

In a silver chain 

Of the evening rain, 
Unraveled from the tumbling main, 
And threading the eye of a yellow star ; 
So many times do I love again. 

Thomas Lovell Bedoes. 



WHERE IS MISS MYRTLE? 

Where is Miss Myrtle? can any one tell? 

Where is she gone, where is she gone? 
She flirts with another, I know very well ; 

And I — am left all alone ! 
She flys to the window when Arundel rings ; 
She's all over smiles when Lord Archibald 
sings,— 
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It's plain that her Cupid has two pairs of wings ; 

Where is she gone, where is she gone? 
Her love and my love are different things ; 

And I — am left all alone ! 

I brought her one morning, a rose for her brow ; 

Where is she gone, where is she gone? 
She told me such honors were never worn now : 

And I — am left all alone ! 
But I saw her at night with a rose in her hair, 
And I guess who it came from — of course I don't 

care, 
We all know that girls are as false as they're 
fair; 

Where is she gone, where is she gone? 
I'm sure the lieutenant's a horrible beau : 

And I — am left all alone ! 

Whenever we go on the Downs for a ride, — 

Where is she gone, where is she gone? 
She looks for another to trot by her side ; 

And I — am left all alone ! 
And whenever I take her downstairs from a 

ball, 
She nods to some puppy to put on her shawl ; 
I'm a peaceable man, and I don't like a brawl ; — 

Where is she gone, where is she gone? 
But I'd give a trifle to horsewhip them all, 

And I — am left all alone ! 
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She tells me her mother belongs to the sect, 

Where is she gone, where is she gone? 
Which holds that all waltzing is quite incorrect ; 

And I — am left all alone ! 
But a fire's in my heart and a fire's in my brain, 
When she waltzes away with Sir Phelim O'Shane ; 
I don't think I ever can ask her again : 

Where is she gone, where is she gone ? 
And Lord ! since the summer she's grown very 
plain; 

And I — am left all alone ! 

She said that she liked me a twelvemonth ago, 

Where is she gone, where is she gone ? 
And how should I guess that she'd torture me so? 

And I — am left all alone ! 
Some day she'll find out it was not very wise 
To laugh at the breath of a true lover's sighs ; 
After all, Fanny Myrtle is not such a prize : 

Where is she gone, where is she gone? 
Louisa Dalrymple has exquisite eyes ; 

And I'll — be no longer alone ! 

WlNTHROP MACKWORTH PRAED. 



PASSAGE FROM "PHILIP VAN ARTE- 
VELDE." 

But did I say I loved him not ! O God ! 
If I said thus, I say since truth was truth 
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There never was a falsehood half so false. 
I say I love him, and I say beside 
That but to say I love him is as nothing ; 
'Tis but a tithe and scantling of the truth ! 
And oh ! how much I love him what can tell? 
Not words, not tears, — heaven only knows how 

much; 
And every evening when I say my prayers, 
I pray to be forgiven for the sin, 
Of loving aught on earth with such a love ! 

Sir Heney Taylor. 

AT DAWN. 

In the night I dreamed of you ; 

All the place was filled 
With your presence ; in my heart 

The strife was stilled ! 

All night I have dreamed of you, 

Now the morn is gray, — 

How shall I arise and face 

The empty day? 

Amy Levy. 



WAS IT FOR THIS? 

Was it for this we met three years ago : 

Took hands, spake low, sat side by side, and heard 
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The sleeping trees beneath us touched and stirred 
By some mild twilight wind as soft as snow, 
And with the sun's last kisses still aglow? 
Was it for this the end was so deferred? 
For this thy lips at length let through the word 
That saved my soul, as all Love's angels know? 
Was it for this, that sweet word being said, 
We kissed and clung together in our bliss 
And walked within Love's sunlight and Love's 

shade? 
Was it for this — to dwell henceforth apart, 
One housed with death, and one with beggared 

heart? 
Nay, surely, love, it was for more than this. 

Philip Bourke Marston. 



A TRAGEDY. 

She was only a woman, famished for loving, 
Mad with devotion, and such slight things ; 

And he was a very great musician, 
And used to finger his fiddle-strings. 

Her heart's sweet gamut is cracking and breaking 
For a look, for a touch, — for such slight things ; 

But he's such a very great musician 
Grimacing and fingering his fiddle-strings. 

Th£ophile Manziali. 
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Rose kissed me to-day, 
Will she kiss me to-morrowf 

Let it be as it may, 

Eose kissed me to-day. 

But the pleasure gives way 
To a savor of sorrow. 

Rose kissed me to-day — 
Will she kiss me to-morrowf 

Austin Dobson. 



RONDEL. 

Kissing her hair I sat against her feet, 

Wove and unwove it, wound and found it sweet ; 

Made fast therewith her hands, drew down her 

eyes, 
Deep as deep flowers and dreamy like dim skies ; 
With her own tresses bound and found her fair, 

Kissing her hair. 

Sleep were no sweeter than her face to me, 
Sleep of cold sea-bloom under the cold sea ; 
What pain could get between my face and hers? 
What new sweet thing would love not relish 

worse f 
Unless, perhaps, white death had kissed me there, 

Kissing her hair? 
Algernon Charles Swinburne. 



SONG. 359 

And yet I know, past all doubting, truly 
A knowledge greater than grief can dim, 

I know, as he loved, he will love me duly — 
Yea, better— e'en better than I loved him. 

And as I walk by the vast calm river, 

The awful river so dread to see, 
I say, " Thy breadth and thy depth forever 

Are bridged by his thoughts that cross to me." 

Jean Ingelow. 

SONG. 

Love that hath us in the net. 
Can he pass, and we forget? 
Many suns arise and set, 
Many a chance the years beget. 
Love the gift is Love the debt, 
Even so. 

Love is hurt with jar and fret. 
Love is made a vague regret. 
Eyes with idle tears are wet. 
Idle habit links us yet. 
What is love? for we forget : 
Ah, no, no. 

Tennyson; 
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LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 

Into my heart a silent look 
Flashed from thy careless eyes ; 

And what before was shadow, took 
The light of summer skies. 

The first-born Love was in that look, 

The Venus rose from out the deep 
Of those inspiring eyes. 

My life, like some lone solemn spot 

A spirit passes o'er, 
Grew instinct with a glory not 

In earth or heaven before, 
Sweet trouble stirred the haunted spot 
And shook the leaves of every thought 

Thy presence wandered o'er. 

My being yearned, and crept to thine, 

As if in times of yore 
Thy soul had been a part of mine, 

Which claimed it back once more — 
Thy very self no longer thine, 
But merged in that delicious life 

Which made us one of yore ! 

There bloomed beside thee forms as fair, 
There murmured tones as sweet, 

But round thee breathed the enchanted aii 
'Twas life and death to meet. 
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And henceforth thou alone wert fair, 
And, though the stars had sung for joy, 
Thy whisper only sweet ! 

Lord Lytton. 



I WAITED TILL THE TWILIGHT. 

I waited till the twilight, 

And yet he did not come ; 
I strayed along the brookside, 

And slowly wandered home : 
When who should come behind me, 

But him I would have chid ; 
He said he came to find me — 

Do you really think he did? 

He said since last we parted, 

He'd thought of naught so sweet ; 
As of this very moment, — 

The moment we should meet. 
He showed me where, half -shaded, 

A cottage home lay hid ; 
He said for me he'd made it — 

Do you really think he did! 

He said when first he saw me, 
Life seemed at once divine, 

Each night he dreamed of angels, 
And every face was mine ; 
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Sometimes, a voice in sleeping, 
Would all his hopes forbid ; 

And then he'd waken weeping — 
Do you really think he did? 

Charles Swain. 



What need of words when lovers meet? 
What need of sighs and glances sweet, 
As long as faithful hearts can beat? 

Charles Swain. 

KISSING NO SIN. 

Some say that Mssing's a sin, 
But I think it's nane ava — 

For kissing has wonn'd in this warld 
Since ever that there was twa. 

O, if it wasna lawful 

Lawyers wadna allow it ; 
If it wasna holy, 

Ministers wadna do it. 

If it wasna modest, 

Maidens wadna tak' it ; 
If it wasna plenty, 

Puir folk wadna get it. 

Anonymous. 
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WHEN WILL LOVE COME? 

Some find Love late, some find him soon, 

Some with the rose in May, 
Some with the nightingale in June, 

And some when skies are gray ; 
Love comes to some with smiling eyes, 

And comes with tears to some ; 
For some Love sings, for some Love sighs, 

For some Love's lips are dumb. 
How will you come to me, fair Love? 

Will you come late or soon? 
With sad or smiling skies above; 

By light of sun or moon? 
Will you be sad, will you be sweet, 

Sing, sigh, Love, or be dumb? 
Will it be summer when we meet, 

Or autumn ere you come ? 

Pakenham Beatty. 

THIS YEAR— NEXT YEAR. • 

This year — next year — sometime— never, 

Gayly did she tell ; 
Rose-leaf after rose-leaf ever 

Eddied round and fell. 

This year — and she blushed demurely ; 

That would be too soon ; 
He could wait a little, surely, 

'Tis already June. 



i 
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Next year — that's almost too hurried, 

Laughingly said she ; 
For when once a girl is married, 

She no more is free. 

Sometime — that is vague — long waiting 

Many a trouble brings ; 
'Twixt delaying and debating 

Love might use its wings. 

Never — word of evil omen, 

And she sighed, heigh-ho — 

'Tis the hardest lot for women 
Love through life to go. 

Next year — early in the May-time, 

Was to be the day ; 
Looked she sweetly toward that gay time 

Gleaming far away. 

Never — fair with bridal flowers 
Came that merry spring ; 

Ere those bright and radiant hours 
She had takon wing. 

This year, hearts are bound by sorrow ; 

Next year — some forget ; 
Sometime — comes that golden morrow ; 

Never — earth say yet. 

Anonymous 
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LIGHT. 

The night has a thousand eyes 

And the day but one ; 
Yet the light of the bright world dies 

With the dying sun. 

The mind has a thousand eyes, 

And the heart but one ; 
Yet the light of a whole life dies 

When love is done. 

Francis W. Bourdillon. 

LIGHT AND LOVE. 

If light should strike through every darkened 

place, 
How many a deed of darkness and of shame 
Would cease, arrested by its gentle grace, 
And striving virtue rise, unscathed by blame ! 
The prisoner in his cell new hopes would frame, 
The miner catch the metaPs lurking trace, 
The sage would grasp the ills that harm our race, 
And unknown heroes leap to sudden fame. 
If love but one short hour had perfect sway, 
How many a rankling sore its touch would heal, 
How many a misconception pass away, 
And hearts long hardened learn at last to feel : 
What sympathies would wake, what feuds decay 
If perfect love might reign but one short day. 

Anonymous. 
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LOVE AND PITY. 



Love came a beggar to her gate, 
The night was drear, the hour was late, 
And through the gloom she heard his moan 
Where at the gate he stood alone. 

His rounded form in rags was clad, 
His weeping eyes were wan and sad ; 
But hid beneath his garb of woe 
He bore his arrows and his bow. 

She wept to see the beggar weep, 
She bade him on her bosom sleep, 
His wretched plight allayed her fears, 
She kissed and bathed him with her tears. 

The merry eyes began to glow, 
The rosy hand essayed the bow, 
The rough disguise was cast aside 
And laughing Love for mercy cried. 

Love came a beggar to her gate, 

More wisely than with pomp and state ; 

For who hath woman's pity won 

May count love's siege and battle done. 

Anonymous. 
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LOVE'S LOGIC. 

I. Her Respectable Papa, 

" My dear, be sensible ! Upon my word 
This — for a woman even — is absurd ; 
His income's not a hundred pounds, I know, 
He's not worth loving." — "But I love him so." 

H. Her Mother's. 

"You silly child, he is well made and tall ; 

But looks are far from being all in all. 

His social standing's very low, his family's 

low. 
He's Dot worth loving." — "And I love him go." 

m. Her Eternal Frientfs. 

"Is that he picking up the fallen fan? 
My dear ! he's such an awkward, ugly man ! 
You must be certain, pet, to answer { No.' 
He's not worth loving." — "And I love him so.'> 

IV. Her Brother's. 

" By Jove ! were I a girl — through horrid hap — 
I wouldn't have a milk-and-water chap. 
The man has not a single spark of 'go,' 
He's not worth loving." — "Yet I love him so." 




168 FAVORITE POEMS. 

V. Her Own. 

"And were he everything to which Fve listened ; 
Though he were ugly, awkward (and he isn't, ) 
Poor, low-born, and destitute of l go ' 
He is worth loving, for I love him so." 

"YES." 

They stood above the world, 

In a world apart ; 
And she drooped her happy eyes, 
And stilled the throbbing pulses 

Of her happy heart. 
And the moonlight fell above her, 
Her secret to discover ; 

And the moonbeams kissed her hair, 
As though no human lover 

Had laid his kisses there. 

"Look up, brown eyes," he said, 

" And answer mine ; 
Lift up those silken fringes 
That hide a happy light 

Almost divine ; " 
The jealous moonlight drifted 
To the finger half-uplifted 

Where shone the opal ring — 
Where the colors danced and shifted 

On the pretty, changeful thing. 
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Just the old, old story 

Of light and shade, 
Love like the opal tender, 
Like it may be to vary — 

May be to fade. 
Just the old tender story, 
Just a glimpse of morning glory 

In an earthly Paradise, 
With shadowy reflections 

In a pair of sweet brown eyes, 

Brown eyes a man might well 

Be proud to win ! 
Open to hold his image, 
Shut under silken lashes, 

Only to shut him in. 
O glad eyes, look together, 
For life's dark, stormy weather 

Grows to a fairer thing 
When young eyes look upon it 

Through a slender wedding ring. 

R. D. Blaokmobe. 



INDECISION. 

Do I love her? 
Dimpling red lips at me pouting, 
Dimpling shoulders at me flouting; 

No, I don't ! 
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Do I love her t 
Prisoned in those crystal eyes 
Purity forever lies ; 

Yes, I do ! 

Do I love her? 
Little wild and willful fiction, 
Teasing, torturing contradiction ; 

No, I don't ! 

Do I love herf 
With kind acts and sweet words she 
Aids and comforts poverty. 

Yes, I do ! 

Do I love herf 
Quick she puts her cuirass on, 
Stabs with laughter, stings with scorn ; 

No, I don't ! 

Do I love her? 

No. Then to my arms she flies, 

Filling me with glad surprise ; 

Ah, yes I do ! 

Anonymous. 

A KISS IN THE RAIN. 

One stormy morn I chanced to meet 

A lassie in the town ; 
Her locks were like the ripened wheat, 

Her laughing eyes were brown. 



THE FRIVOLOUS GIRL. 171 

I watched her, as she tripped along, 

Till madness tilled my brain, 
And then — and then — I knew 'twas wrong — 

I kissed her in the rain. 

With rain-drops shining on her cheek, 

Like dew-drops on a rose, 
The little lassie strove to speak, 

My boldness to oppose ; 
She strove in vain, and, quivering, 

Her finger stole in mine ; 
And then the birds began to sing, 

The sun began to shine. 

Oh, let the clouds grow dark above, 

My heart is light below ; 
'Tis always summer when we love, 

However winds may blow ; 
And Fm proud as any prince, 

All honors I disdain ; 
She says I am her rain-beau since 

I kissed her in the rain. 

Anonymous. 

THE FRIVOLOUS GIRL. 

Her eyes were bright and merry, 
She danced in the mazy whirl ; 

She took the world in its sunshine, 
For she was a frivolous girl. 



€ 
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She dressed like a royal princess, 

She wore her hair in a curl ; 
The gossips said, "What a pity 

That she's such a frivolous girl ! n 

Twenty years later. 

She's a wife, a mother, a woman, 
Grand, noble, and pure as a pearl ; 

While the gossips say, "Would you think it, 
Of only a frivolous girl?" 



FEIENDSHIP, LOVE, AND TRUTH. 

Friendship doth bind with pleasant ties, 

The heart of man, and age 
But strengthens it — it never dies 

Till finished is life's final page. 

Love is the sacred link which binds 
Hearts joined by friendship firmer still ; 

Who once has felt it, in it finds 
Joys which his soul with pleasure fill. 

Truth only can complete the chain, 
Its links enduring strength can give ; 

With this unbroken 'twill remain 
While e'er the human soul shall live. 

Anonymous. 
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THE SILENCE OF LOVE. 

I hold that we are wrong to seek 

To put in words our deepest thought ; 

The purer things by Nature taught 

Are turned to coarser when we speak. 

The flower whose perfume charms the sense 

Grows hard and common to the touch, 

And love that's wordy overmuch 

Is marred by its experience ; 

For love, like sympathy, hath bands 

More strong in silence than in speech, 

And hearts speak loudest, each to each, 

Through meeting lips and clasp of hands. 

Nor could I hope for fitting word 

To form in speech the thoughts that start ; 

The inner core of every heart 

Hath yearnings that are never heard. 

Anonymous. 



A SONG FOR THE GIRL I LOVE. 

A song for the girl I love — 

God love her ! 
A song for the eyes that tender shine, 
And the fragrant mouth that melts on mine, 
The shimmering tresses uncontrolled 
That clasp her neck with tendrils of gold ; 
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And the blossom mouth and the dainty chin, 
And the little dimples out and in. 

The girl I love — 

God love her ! 

A song for the girl I loved — 
God loved her ! 
A song for the eyes of faded light, 
And the cheek whose red rose waned to white, 
And the quiet brow, with its shadow and gleam, 
And the dark lashes drooped in a long deep 

dream, 
And the small hands crossed for their churchyard 

rest, 
And the lilies dead on her sweet dead breast. 
The girl I loved — 
God loved her ! 

Frederick Langbridge. 

WE LOVE BUT PEW. 

Oh, yes we mean all kind words that we say 
To old friends and to new ; 

Yet doth this truth grow clearer day by day ; 
We love but few. 

We love ! we love ! What easy words to say 

And sweet to hear, 
When sunrise splendor brightens all the way, 

And, far and near, 
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Are breath of flowers and caroling of birds, 

And bells that chime ; 
Our hearts are light ; we do not weigh our words 

At morning time ! 

But when the matin music all is hushed, 

And life's great load 
Doth weigh us down, and thick with dust 

Doth grow the road, 

Then do we say less often that we love. 

The words have grown ! 
With pleading eyes we look to Christ above, 

And clasp our own. 

Their lives are bound to us by mighty bands 

No mortal strait, 
Nor Death himself, with his prevailing hands, 

Can separate. 

The world is wide, and many friends are dear, 

And friendships true ; 

Yet do these words read plainer year by year, 

We love but few. 

Anonymous. 

THINE EYES. 

Thou hast diamonds and pearls of rare beauty, 
Thou hast all that the heart can admire ; 

Thine eyes shine far brighter than jewels — 
What more can my darling desire f 
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In thine eyes, bright as stars of the evening, 
Have I written and tuned to my lyre 

Whole volumes of rapturous sonnets — 
What more can my darling desire ? 

With thine eyes of unquenchable splendor 
Hast thou kindled my heart into fire, 

And forced me to kneel as thy suitor — 
What more can my darling desire? 

From the German of Heine. 

AN EXPLANATION. 

Her lips were so near 
That — what else could I do? 
You'll be angry, I fear, 
But her lips were so near — 
Well, I can't make it clear, 
Or explain it to you, 
But — her lips were so near 
That — what else could I do? 

Walter Learneix 

THE KING'S MOTTO. 

A lover gave the wedding ring 

Into the goldsmith's hand ; 
" Grave me," he said, "a tender thought 

Within the golden band," 
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The goldsmith graved 
With careful art, 
"Till death us part." 

The wedding bell rang gladly out ; 

The husband said, "O wife, 
Together we shall share the grief, 
The happiness of life. 
I give to thee 
My hand, my heart, 
Till death us part." 

'Twas she that lifted now his hand, 

(O love, that this should be !) 
Then on it placed the golden band. 
And whispered tenderly ; 
" Till death us join. 
Lo, thou art mine, 
And I am thine. 

"And when death joins, we nevermore 

Shall know an aching heart, 
The bridal of that better love 
Death has no power to part, 
That troth will be, 
For thee and me, 
Eternity." 

So up the hill and down the hill, 
Through fifty changing years, 
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They shared each other's happiness, 
They dried each other's tears. 
Alas, alas, 

That death's cold dart 
Such love can part ! 

But one sad day — she stood alone 

Beside his narrow bed ; 
She drew the ring from off her hand, 
And to the goldsmith said ; 
" O man who graved 
With careful art, 
' Till death us part,' 

" Now grave four other words for me,- 

' Till death us join.' He took 
The precious golden band once more, 
With solemn, wistful look, 

And wrought with care, 
For love, not coin, 
" Till death us join." 



WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS. 

Is love contagious? — I # don't know; 
But this I am prepared to say, 
That I have felt for many a day 
A great desire to make it so. 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. V 

Does she vouchsafe a thought of meT 
Sometimes I think she does; and then 
I'm forced to grope in doubt again, 
Which seems my normal state to be. 

Why don't I ask, and asking know? 
I grant perhaps it might be wise ; 
But when I look into her eyes, 
And hear her voice which thrills me so, 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 

I am dying, Egypt, dying ! 

Ebbs the crimson life-tide fast, 
And the dark Plutonian shadows 

Gather on the evening blast. 
Let thine arm, O Queen, support me ; 

Hush thy sobs and bow thine ear t 
Hearken to the great heart secrets 

Thou, and thou alone, must hear. 

Though my scarred and veteran legions 
Rear their eagles high no more, 

And my wrecked and scattered galleys 
Strew dark Aeti urn's fatal shore ; 



180 FAVORITE POEMS. 

Though no glittering guards surround me, 
Prompt to do their master's will, 

I must perish like a Roman — 
Die the great Triumvir still ! 

Let not Cresar's servile minions 

Mock the lion thus laid low : 
'Twas no f oeman's arm that felled him ; 

'Twas his own that dealt the blow — 
His, who pillowed on thy bosom, 

Turned aside from glory's ray — 
His, who drunk with thy caresses, 

Madly threw a world away — 

Should the base plebeian rabble 

Dare assail my fame in Borne, 
Where my noble spouse, Octavia, 

Weeps within her widowed home, 
Seek her ! Say the gods have told me — 

Altars, augurs, circling wings— 
That her blood with mine commingled 

Yet shall mount the throne of kings ! 

As for thee, star-eyed Egyptian ! 

Glorious sorceress of the Nile ! 
Light the path to Stygian horrors 

With the splendors of thy smile. 
Give to CaBsar crowns and arches, 

Let his brow the laurel twine, 
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I can scorn the Senate's triumphs, 
Triumphing in love like thine. 

I am dying, Egypt, dying ! 

Hark ! the insulting f oeman's cry ! 
They are coming ! Quick, my falchion ! 

Let me front them ere I die. 
Ah ! no more amid the battle 

Shall my heart exulting swell ; 
Isis and Osiris guard thee — 

Cleopatra — Rome — farewell. 

Gen. William H. Lyttle. 



CLEOPATRA TO ANTONY. 

Spread a feast with choicest viands — 

Friends, 'twill be my very last ; 
Bring the rarest flowers to grace it — 

Haste, my sands of life flow fast ; 
Place an asp beneath the lotus 

That shall light me to the grave 
With its starry petals' splendor ; 

Weep not, let your hearts be brave. 

Speed, Octavia, with thy minions — 
Fire thy heart with deadly hate ! 

Thou wilt miss the royal victim — 
Cleopatra rules her fate ! 




182 FAVORITE POEMS. 

She defies Rome's conquering legions ! 

Let them triumph in her fall ! 
What is earthly pomp or greatness? — 

Love, thy love outweighs it all ! 

Thrones and scepters are but trifles 

To my spirit's yearning pain ; 
What were fortune's gifts without thee 

I would lose the world to gain? 
Let no base heart tell our story ; 

Ages, speak, when time unurns 
These dull ashes, say to Ages, 

Soul to soul their love still burns. 

Fatal asp, thy sleep's not endless, 

That the morrow's dawn will prove ; 
I shall reign in lands elysian, 

Antony's proud Queen of Love ! 
Isis and Osiris, hear me ! 

Hear me, gods of boundless power ! 
Ye have tasted deathless passion ! 

Ye will guide me to his bower ! 

Pardon, mighty ones, the error 
If Octavia I have wronged, 

Judged by higher laws supernal ; 
Ah ! how earthly passions thronged, 

Overpowering heart and reason, 
Nature, answering Nature's call, 
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Rushed as cloud responsive rushes 
On to cloud, to meet and — fall. 

Antony, my love, Fm dying ! 

Curdles fast life's crimson tide, 
But no dark Plutonian shadows 

Fall between us to divide. 
Hark ! the Stygian waters swelling, 

Call me, love, with thee to rest, — 
Death I fear not since thou braved it, 

Pillowed on my aching breast. 

Strange emotions fill my bosom 

As I near the vast unknown ; 
Yet my heart still throbs in dying, 

Antony, for thee alone, 
Oh ! "I feel immortal longings," — 

I can brave stern Pluto's frown, — 
Robe me in my regal garments, 

Deck with jewels, scepter, crown. 

Antony, Fm coming ! coming ! 

Open, open wide thine arms ! 
Ah ! the blissful hope of union 

Bobs the grave of its alarms. 
See ! the glorious heroes beckon 

O'er the Stygian water's swell, 
I shall have immortal crowning ! 

Egypt — dear old Nile ! — farewell. 

Sarah Doudney. 
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A CONCEIT. 

Oh, touch that rosebud ! it will bloom — 

My lady fair ! 
A passionate red in dim green gloom, 
A joy, a splendor, a perfume 

That sleeps in air. 

You touched my heart ; it gave a thrill 

Just like a rose 
That opens at a lady's will ; 
Its bloom is always yours, until 

You bid it close. 

Mortimer Collins. 



MY KING. 

You are all that I have to live for, 

All that I want to love, 
All that the whole world holds for me, 

Of faith in a world above. 
You came, — and it seemed too mighty 

For my human heart to hold, 
It seemed in its sacred glory 

Like a glimpse through the gates of gold, 
Like a life in the primal Eden, 

Created and formed anew — 
This charm of a perfect manhood 

That I realize in you. 
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God created me a woman 

With a nature just as true 
As the blue eternal ocean, 

As the heavens over you. 
And you are mine till your Maker calls 
you, 

Your soul and your body, Sweet ! 

Your breath and the whole of your 
being, 

From your kingly head to your feet ; 
Your eyes and the light that is in them, 

Your lips with their maddening wine, 
Your arms with their passionate clasp, my 
king, 

Your body and soul are mine ! 

No power whatsoever, 

No will but God's alone, 
Can take you from my keeping, 

You are His and mine alone. 

I know not when, if ever, 

I know not where, or how, 
Death's hand may try the fetters 

That bind me here and now ; 
But some day, when God beckons, 

Where rise His fronded palms, 
My soul shall cross the river, 

And lay you in His arms ; — 
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Forever and forever 

Beyond the silent sea, 
You will rest in the Arms Eternal, 

And still belong to me ! 

DO YOUt 

Do you feel sometimes in your dreaming 
The weight of my head on your breast ? 

Or the velvety touch of my kisses 
On your lips in passion impressed? 

Do you hold me sometimes in your dreaming 
In a rapturous clasp on your heart? 

Or cry in the depth of your yearning 
" ,r Tis cruel to keep us apart?" 

Does my hand with its lingering caresses 
Touch yours with its magic again, 

Till starting you wake from the pressure 
To find that your dreaming was vain? 

Though light as the fall of a rose leaf, 
You'd feel the sweet weight of my kiss, 

And starting you'd waken to kiss me, 
And taste Love's ineffable bliss? 

Ah ! never again shall I see you, 
Nor look in your proud grand face, 

Ne'er feel the sweet balm of your kisses, 
Or thrill to your tender embrace. 
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For our lives lie asunder forever, 

More wide than the cruel sea, 
But I love you ! I love you ! I love you ! 

And in dreams I will linger with thee. 



PLATONIC. 

I knew it the first of the summer — 

I knew it the same at the end — 
That you and your love were plighted, 

But couldn't you be my friend? 
Couldn't we sit in the twilight, 

Couldn't we talk on the shore, 
With only a pleasant friendship 

To bind us, and nothing more? 

There was never a word of nonsense 

Spoken between us two, 
Though we lingered oft in the garden 

Till the roses were wet with dew. 
We touched on a thousand subjects — 

The moon, and the stars above, 
But our talks were tinctured with science, 

With never a hint of love. 

u A wholly platonic friendship," 
You said I had proved to you, 

44 Could bind a man and a woman 
The whole long season through, 
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With never a hint of folly, 

Though both are in their youth." 

What would you have said, my lady, 
If you had known the truth T 

Had I done what my mad heart prompted— 

Gone down on my knees to you, 
And told you my passionate story, 

There in the dusk and dew ; 
My burning, burdensome story, 

Hidden and hushed so long ; 
My story of hopeless loving — 

Say, would you have thought it wrong? 

But I fought with my heart, and conquered— 

I hid my wound from sight ; 
You were going away in the morning, 

And I said a calm good-night. 
But now, when I sit in the twilight, 

Or when I walk by the sea, 
That friendship, quite "platonic," 

Comes surging over me. 
And a passionate longing fills me, 

For the roses, the dusk, and the dew — 
For the beautiful summer vanished — 

For the moonlit talks — and you. 
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HER LAST WORDS. 

No, let me alone — 'tis better so, 
My way and yours are widely far apart, 

Why should you stop to grieve about my woe? 
And why should I not step across your heart? 

A man's heart is a poor thing at the best, 

And yours is no whit better than the rest. 

I loved you once ! Ah, yes ! Perhaps, I did. 

Women are curious things, you know, and 
strange, 
And hard to understand, and then besides, 

The key of her soul's music oft doth change, 
And so — ah ! do not look at me that way ! 
I loved you once, but that was yesterday ! 

Sometimes a careless word doth rankle deep — 
So deep that it can change a heart like this, 

And blot out all the long sweet throbbing hours 
That went before, crowned gold with rapturous 
bliss; 

So deep that it can blot out hours divine, 

And make a heart as hard and cold as mine. 

Nay, do not speak. I never can forget ; 

So let us say good-bye, and go our ways. 
Mayhap the pansies will start from the dust 

Of our past days — the slumbrous, happy days 
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When I was trusting, and life knew no grief, 
But blossomed with my clinging, sweet belief. 

Good-bye ! Good-bye ! Part of my life you take, 
Its fairest part. Nay, do not touch my lips. 

Once they were yours, but now, oh, my lost love ! 
I would not have you touch my finger tips, 

And saying this I feel no chill of pain, 

I cannot even weep above my slain. 

If God cares aught for women who have loved 
And worshiped idols false, I trust he will 

Keep us so far apart that never more 

Our paths may cross. Why are you standing 
still? 

Good-bye, I say. This is the day's dim close ; 

Our love is no more worth than last year's rose. 



LIFE. 

We meet and we part ; the world is wide ; 

We journey onward side by side 

A little way, and then again 

Our paths diverge ; a little pain, 

A silent yearning of the heart 

For what had grown of life a party 

A feeling of somewhat bereft, 

A closer clasp on what is left, 
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A shadow passing o'er the sun, 
Then gone, and light again has come. 
We meet and part, and then forget, 
And life holds blessings for us yet. 

LONGINGS. 

If I could hold your hands to-night, 
Just for a little while, and know 
That only I, of all the world, 
Possessed them so. 

A slender shape in that old chair, 
If I could see you here to-night, 
Between me and the twilight pale — 
So light and frail. 

Your cool white dress, its folding lost 
In one broad sweep of shadow gray ; 
Your weary head just drooped aside, 
That sweet old way. 

Bowed like a flower-cup splashed with rain, 
The darkness crossing half your face, 
And just the glimmer of a smile 
For one to trace. 

If I could see your eyes that reach 
Far out into the farthest sky, 
Where past the trail of dying suns 
The old years lie. 
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Or touch your silent lips to-night, 
And steal the sadness from their smile, 
And find the last kiss they have kept 
This weary while ! 

If it could be — Oh, all in vain 
The restless trouble of my soul 
Sets, as the great tides of the moon, 
Toward your control ! 

In vain the longings of the lips, 
The eye's desire, and the pain ; 
The hunger of the heart — O love, 
Is it in vain. 

LAST NIGHT. 

Last night, within the little curtained room, 

Where the gay music sounded faintly clear, 

And silver lights came stealing through the 

gloom, 

You told the tale that women love to hear ; 

You told it well, with firm hands clasping mine, 

And deep eyes glowing with a tender light, 

Mere acting? But your prayer was half divine 

Last night, last night. 

Ah, you had much to offer ; wealth enough 
To gild the future, and a path of ease 

For one whose way is somewhat dark and rough ; 
New friends — life calm as summer seas 
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And something (was it love?) to keep us true 
And make us precious in each other's sight. 
Ah, then, indeed, my heart's resolve I knew, 
Last night, last night. 

Let the world go, with all its dross and pelf ! 

Only for one like Portia, could I say : 
" I would be trebled twenty times myself ; " 

Only for one, and he is far away ; 
His voice came back to me, with the pain of lost 

delight ; 
The present faded, but the past was clear, 
Last night, last night. 

If others answered as I answered then, 
We would hear less, perchance, of blighted 
lives ; 
There would be truer women, nobler men, 

And fewer dreary homes and faithless wives ; 
Because I could not give you all the best, 

I gave you nothing. Judge me — was I right? 
You may thank heaven that I stood the test 
Last night, last night. 

IMPERISHABLE REMEMBRANCE. 

They say, if our beloved dead 

Should seek the old, familiar place, 

Some stranger would be there instead, 
And they would find no welcoming face. 
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I cannot tell how it might be 
In other homes ; but this 1 know : 

Could my lost darling come to me, 
That she would never find it so. 

Ofttimes the flowers have come and gone, 
Ofttimes the winter winds have blown, 

The while her peaceful rest went on, 
And I have learned to live alone. 

Have slowly learned from day to day 
In all life's task to bear my part : 

But whether grave, or whether gay, 
I hide her memory in my heart. 

Fond, faithful love has blest my way, 
And friends are round me true and tried 

They have their places — hers to-day 
Is empty as the day she died. 

How would I spring with bated breath, 
And joy too deep for word or sign, 

To take my darling home from death, 
And once again to call her mine ! 

I dare not dream the blissful dream. 

It fills my heart with wild unrest ; 
Where yonder cold white marbles gleam, 

She still must slumber — God knows best ! 
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But this I know, that those who say 
Our best beloved wo^Id find no place, 

Have never hunger^ every day — 
Through years and years for one dear face ! 



THY HANDS WILL DRAW ME IN. 

Once in the twilight of a wintry da y, 

One passed me silent, struggling on his way, 

With head bowed low and hands that burdens 

bore, 
And saw not how a little space before, 

A woman watched his coming, where the light 
Poured a glad welcome through a window bright, 
Set thick with flowers that showed no fairer 

bloom 
Than her sweet face, turned outward to the 

gloom. 

Yet when his foot, with quick impatient stride, 
But touched the step, the door swung open wide ; 
Soft hands reached swiftly out, with eager hold, 
And drew the dear one in from storm and cold. 

O love ! whose eyes, from some celestial height, 
Behold me toiling burdened through the night, 
Sender of every blast at which I cower, 
Yet smiling still, to know how brief the hour, 
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Keeping within thy radiant, love-lit home, 
Some glad surprise to whisper when I come — 
y Tis but a breath till I the door shall win, 
And thy dear hands will softly draw me in. 

WOMAN. 

There in the fane a beauteous creature stands, 
The first best work of the Creator's hands, 
Whose slender limbs inadequately bear 
A full-orbed bosom and a weight of care ; 
Whose teeth like pearls, whose lips like cherries 

show, 
And fawn-like eyes still tremble as they glow. 

Wilson. 
Translated from the German 

SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY. 

She walks in beauty, like the night, 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies ; 

And all that's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes : 

Thus mellowed to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

One shade the more, one ray the less, 
Had half impaired the nameless grace, 

Which waves in every raven tress, 
Or softly lightens o'er her face, 
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Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear, their dwelling-place. 

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow, 

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 

But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below, 

A heart whose love is innocent. 

Byron. 

TRUE LOVE. 

I think not on my father, 

And these great tears grace his remembrance 

more 
Than those I shed for him. What was he like? 
I have forgot him ; my imagination 
Carries no favor in it, but Bertram's. 
I am undone ; there is no living, none, 
If Bertram be away. It were all one 
That I should love a bright particular star, 
And think to wed it, he is so above me ; 
In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere. 
The ambition in my love thus plagues itself. 
The hind that would be mated by the lion 
Must die for love. 'Twas pretty though a plague 
To see him every hour ; to sit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 
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In our heart's table ; heart, too capable 

Of every line and trick of his sweet favor. 

But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 

Must sanctify his relics. 

Shakspeare. 

REMEMBER THEE. 

Remember thee? Yes, while there's life in this 

heart 
It shall never forget thee, all lorn as thou art ; 
More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom and thy 

showers, 
Than the rest of the world in their sunniest hours. 

Wert thou all that I wish thee — great, glorious 

and free, 
First flower of the earth, and first gem of the 

sea, — 
I might hail thee with prouder, with happier 

brow; 
But oh, could I love thee more deeply than nowt 

No ; thy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it 

runs, 
But make thee more painfully dear to thy sons, 
Whose hearts, like the young of the desert-bird's 

nest 

Drink love in each life-drop that flows from thy 

breast. 

Thomas Moore. 
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TO LUCASTA. 

Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind, 

That from the nunnery 
Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind, 

To war and arms I fly. 

True, a new mistress now I chase, 

The first foe in the field ; 
And with a stronger faith embrace 

A sword, a horse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 

As you too shall adore ; 
I could not love thee, dear, so much, 

Loved I not honor more. 

Richard Lovelace. 



THE LADY'S YES. 

11 Yes ! " I answered you last night : 
" No ! " this morning, sir, I say. 

Colors seen by candle-light, 
Will not look the same by day. 

When the tabors played their best, 
Lamps above, and laughs below, 

Love me sounded like a jest, 
Fit for Yes, or fit for No I 
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Call me false ; or call me free ; 

Vow, whatever light may shine, 
No man on thy face shall see 

Any grief for change on mine. 

Yet the sin is on us both ; 

Time to dance is not to woo ; 
Wooer light makes fickle troth, 

Scorn of me recoils on you. 

Learn to win a lady's faith 
Nobly as the thing is high, 

Bravely as for life and death, 
With a loyal gravity. 

Lead her from the festive boards ; 

Point her to the starry skies ; 
Guard her by your faithful words, 

Pure from courtship's flatteries. 

By your truth she shall be true, 
Ever true as wives of yore, 

And her Yes, once said to you, 
Shall be Yes for evermore. 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 

THE TEIBUTE. 

No splendor 'neath the sky's proud dome 
But serves for her familiar wear ; 
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The f ar-f etch'd diamond finds its home 

Flashing and smouldering in her hair ; 
For her the seas their pearls reveal ; 

Art and strange lands her pomp supply 
With purple, chrome, and cochineal, 

Ochre, and lapis lazuli ; 
The worm its golden woof presents ; 

Whatever runs, flies, dives, or delves, 
All doff for her their ornaments, 

Which suit her better than themselves ; 
And all, by this their power to give 

Proving her right to take, proclaim 
Her beauty's clear prerogative 

To profit so by Eden's blame. 

Coventry Patmore. 



THE BKIDE. 

Her finger was so small the ring 
Would not stay on which they did bring,- 

It was too wide a peck ; 
And, to say truth, — for out it must, — 
It looked like the great collar — just — 

About our young colt's neck. 

Her feet beneath her petticoat, 

Like little mice stole in and out, 

As if they feared the light ; 
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But O, she dances such a way ! 
No sun upon an Easter day 
Is half so fine a sight. 

Her cheeks so rare a white was on, 
No daisy makes comparison ; 

Who sees them is undone ; 
For streaks of red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Catherine pear, 

The side that's next the sun. 

Her lips were red ; and one was thin, 
Compared to that was next her chin, 

Some bee had stung it newly ; 
But, Dick, her eyes so guard her face, 
I durst no more upon them gaze, 

Than on the sun in July. 

Her mouth so small, when she does speak 
Thou'dst swear her teeth her words did 
break, 
That they might passage get ; 
But she so handles still the matter, 
They came as good as ours, or better, 
And are not spent a whit. 

Sib John Suckling. 
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LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 

Sitting in my window, 
Pointing my thoughts in lawn, I saw a god, 
(I thought, but it was you,) enter our gates ; 
My blood new out and back again, as fast 
As I had pressed it forth, and sucked it in, 
Like breath ; then when I was called away in 

haste 
To entertain you. Never was a man 
Heaved from a sheepcot to a scepter, raised 
So high in thoughts as I ; you left a kiss 
Upon these lips, then, which I mean to keep 
From you forever. I did hear you talk 
Far above singing ; after you were gone, 
I grew acquainted with my heart, and searched 
What stirred it so. Alas ! I found it love. 

Beaumont and Fletcher. 

MAUD. 

A voice by the cedar-tree, 

In the meadow under the Hall ! 

She is singing an air that is known to me, 

A passionate ballad gallant and gay, 

A martial song like a trumpet's call ! 

Singing alone in the morning of life, 

In the happy morning of life and of May, 

Singing of men that in battle array, 
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Ready in heart and ready in hand, 
March with banner and bugle and fife 
To the death, for their native land. 

Maud with her exquisite face, 
And wild voice pealing up to the sunny sky, 
And feet like sunny gems on an English green ; 
Maud in the light of her youth and her grace, 
Singing of Death, and of Honor that cannot die, 
Till I well could weep for a time so sordid and 

mean, 
And myself so languid and base. 

Silence, beautiful voice, 

Be still, for you only trouble the mind 

With a joy in which I cannot rejoice, 

A glory I shall not find. 

Still ! I will hear you no more ; 

For your sweetness hardly leaves me a choice 

But to move to the meadow, and fall before 

Her feet on the meadow grass, and adore, 

Not her, who is neither courtly nor kind, 

Not her, not her, but a voice. 

Tennyson 

SONG. 

See the chariot at hand here of Love 

Wherein my lady rideth ! 
Each that draws is a swan or a dove, 

And well the car Love guideth. 
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As she goes, all hearts do duty 
Unto her beauty, 

And enamoured do wish so they might 
But enjoy such a sight ; 
That they still were to run by her side, 
Through swords, through seas, whither she would 
ride. 

Do but look on her eyes, they do light 

All that Love's world compriseth ; 
Do but look on her hair, it is bright 

As Love's star when it riseth : 
Do but mark, her forehead's smoother 
Than words that soothe her. 
And from her arched brows such a grace 
Sheds itself through the face, 
As alone there triumphs to the life 
All the gain, all the good of the element's strife 

Have you seen a bright lily grow, 
Before rude hands have touched it? 

Have you marked but the fall o' the snow 
Before the soil hath smutched it? 

Have you felt the wool of the Beaver? 

Or Swan's down ever? 

Or have smelt of the bud of the brier? 

Or the Nard in the fire ? 

Or have tasted the bag of the bee? 

O so white, O so soft, O so sweet is she ! 

Ben Jonson. 
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SONNET. 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds 

Or bends with the remover to remove ; 

Ono; it is an ever-fix6d mark, 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be 

taken. 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and 

cheeks 
Within his bending sickle's compass come ; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
If this be error, and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

Shakspeare. 



FARE THEE WELL. 

Fare thee well ! and if forever, 

Still forever, fare thee well ! 
Even though unforgiving, never 

'Gainst thee shall my heart rebel. 
Would that heart were bared before the© 

Where thy head so oft has lain, 
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While that placid sleep came o'er thee 

Which thou ne'er canst know again : 
Would that breast, by thee glanced over, 

Every inmost thought could show ! 
Then thou wouldst at last discover 

'Twas not well to spurn it so, 
Though the world for this commend thee, 

Founded on another's woe. 
Though my many faults defaced me, 

Could no other aim be found 
Than the one which once embraced me, 

To inflict a cureless wound? 
Yet, oh yet, thyself deceive not ; 

Love may sink by slow decay, 
But by sudden wrench, believe not 

Hearts can thus be torn away ; 
Still thine own its life retaineth ; 

Still must mine, though bleeding, beat ; 
And the undying thought which paineth, 

Is — that we no more may meet. 
These are words of deeper sorrow 

Than the wail above the dead ; 
Both shall live, but every morrow 

Wake us from a widowed bed. 
And when thou wouldst solace gather, 

When our child's first accents flow, 
Wilt thou teach her to say " Father ! n 

Though his care she must forego? 
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When her little hands shall press thee, 

When her lip to thine is pressed, 
Think of him whose prayer shall bless thee. 

Think of him thy love had blessed ! 
Should her lineaments resemble 

Those thou never more mayst see, 
Then thy heart will softly tremble 

With a pulse yet true to me. 
All my faults perchance thou knowest, 

All my madness none can know ; 
All my hopes, where'er thou goest, 

Whither, — yet with thee they go. 
Every feeling hath been shaken ; 

Pride, which not a world could bow, 
Bows to thee, — by thee forsaken, 

Even my soul forsakes me now ; 
But 'tis done — all words are idle, — 

Words from me are vainer still ; 
But the thoughts we cannot bridle 

Force their way without the will. 
Fare thee well ! thus disunited, 

Torn from every nearer tie, 

Seared in heart, and love, and blighted,— 

More than this I scarce can die. 

Byron. 

IF MINE I COULD BUT CALL THEE. 

If mine I could but call thee, 
How blest my lot would be ! 
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My life's supremest pleasure 
Would be in loving thee ; 
Within those sweet and gentle eyes, 
A well-spring of affection lies. 

Ah ! wert thou mine, mine only, 

An Eden earth would be ! 
My soul would ne'er feel lonely, 

While gazing upon thee ; 
The hours would calmly glide away — 
Life would be for us one summer day. 

THINE IS MY HEART. 

On every budding tree that bends above, 

On every rock where'er my footsteps rove, 

On every blooming and expanding rose 

That round my pathway choicest fragrance 

throws, 
I'll trace in words that shall endure forever, 
Thine is my heart. Thine is my heart, 
No power on earth our loves can sever. 

Some meadow-lark I'll lure and him caress ; 
Each word I'll teach him fondly to express, 
So that each tender tone he breathes to thee 
May waken in thy heart sweet thoughts of me ; 
And he shall sing to thee when thou art lonely 
Thine is my heart. Thine is my heart ; 
Ah ! yes ; my heart is thine love, only. 
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To every zephyr I my passion tell ; 

The murmuring streamlet knows my fancy well 

Thy name I whisper with a wild delight ; 

Thou art my dearest theme at morn, at night ; 

The current of my love shall alter never ; 

Thine is my heart. Thine is my heart, 

Ah ! yes ; my heart is thine forever. 



THE HOUR HAS COME. 

The hour has come to part us ; 

Adieu ! my own dear love ! 
I feel my spirit fleeing 

To brighter realms above. 
Though strong the ties that bound me 

To thee on this lone earth, 
In heav'n our pure affection, 

May have immortal birth. 

If from this world when severed, 

My soul have pow'r to roam, 
With thee to hold communion, 

'Twould leave its starry home. 
Awhile for me thou'lt sorrow, 

With tears my loss deplore, 
But there will dawn a morrow 

When we shall part no more. 



THE WISH. 211 

THY NAME I MURMUR SOFTLY. 

Thy name I murmur softly, 

When night winds sigh, 
When silent stars are keeping 

Their watch on high. 

To listening ears I breathe not 

Thy gentle name, 
Nor say that in my bosom 

Glows love's wild flame. 

My lips betray, reveal not, 

Thou'rt dear to me ; 
None see these tears of anguish 

I shed for thee. 



THE WISH. 

t wish I were a moonbeam pale, 

Above her window straying, 
And with a mellow trembling light, 

Adown her fair cheek playing ; 
Fd read in her eyes with glance unbidden, 
The thoughts that in her heart lay hidden ; 
Beside her I would fondly stay, 
Till morning's envious gleam chas'd me away. 

I wish I were a nightingale, 
My love in sweet tones sighing, 
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I'd sing the tend'rest lay to her, 

When softly day was breaking ; 
I'd haunt her light footsteps like some 

shadow, 
In forest deep or flowing meadow ; 
In praise of her Fd wake the grove, 
And every note should tell her how I love. 

I wish I were a beauteous rose, 

In yonder bower to blossom, 
And she were by to gather me, 

And place me in her bosom ; 
Oh ! rapture to be transported thither, 
Beneath her ardent gaze to wither ; 
In fragrance breathing love's warm sigh, 
Oh ! happy rose, so sweet a death to die. 



AN OLD LOVE DITTY. 

To see my life's existence, 
One morn I fain would ride ; 

She 'spied me o'er the distance, 
And all in rapture cried, 

" Behold he gallops here, 
To soothe, console, and cheer ! " 

Trot, trot, trot, trot, my pony, 
Trot, trot, trot, trot, t'ward my dear. 
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I loos'd me from the bridle, 

And sprang into her arms ; 
Nor lip nor speech were idle, 

Saluting then her charms. 

To laugh in playful jeer, 

"Sweet love, why wait you here?" 
Trot, trot, trot, trot, my pony, 

Trot, trot, bye and bye ne'er fear. 

My restive nag I bound me, 

Bight fast unto a tree ; 
The maiden's clasp around me 

Made time, oh, more than glee ! 

O'er all her garden gear, 

She bloomed without compeer. 

Trot, trot, trot, trot, my pony, 
Trot, trot, trot, trot, softly near. 

In loving fashion seated, 

On daisy jewelTd grass, 
Our songs and sighs repeated, 

Made hours like moments pass. 

"A crystal tear doth glass 

Thine eyelid, pretty lass ! " 
Trot, trot, trot, trot, my pony, 

Trot, trot, trot, trot, home alas ! 
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THE MESSAGE. 

I had a message to send her, 

To her whom my soul loves best. 

But I had my task to finish, 
And she had gone home to rest ! 

To rest in the far bright Heaven, 
Oh, so far away from here. 

It was vain to speak to my darling, 
For I knew she could not hear. 

I had a message to send her, 

So tender and true and sweet, 
I longed for an angel to bear it, 
And lay it down at her feet. 

I placed it one summer evening, 
On a little white clouds breast, 

But it faded in golden splendor, 
And died in the crimson west. 

I gave it the lark next morning, 
And I watched it soar and soar, — 

But its pinions grew faint and weary, 
And it fluttered to earth once more. 

I cried in my passionate longing, 
Has the earth no angel friend, 

Who will carry my love the message 
My heart desires to sendf 
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Then I heard a strain of music, 

So mighty, so pure, so dear, 
That my very sorrow was silent, 

And my heart stood still to hear. 

It rose in harmonious rushing, 
Of mingled voices and strings, 

And I tenderly laid my message 
On the music's outspread wings. 

And I heard it flowing farther, 
In sound more perfect than speech — 

Farther than sight can follow, 
Farther than soul can reach. 

And I know that at last my message 
Has passed through the golden gate. 

So my heart is no longer restless, 
And I am content to wait. 

Adelaide Procter. 

'TIS ALL THAT I CAN SAY. 

I love thee, I love thee, 

'Tis all that I can say. 
It is my vision in the night, 

My dreaming in the day. 
The very echo of my heart, 

The blessing when I pray — 
I love thee, I love thee, 

'Tis all that I can say. 
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I love thee, I love thee, 

Is ever on my tongue, 
In all my proudest poesy, 

That chorus still is sung — 
It is the verdict of my eyes, 

Amidst the gay and young — 
I love thee, I love thee, 

A thousand maids among. 

I love thee, I love thee, 

Thy bright and hazel glance, 

The mellow lute upon those lips 
Whose tender tones entrance- 



But most dear heart of hearts thy proofs, 
That still those words enhance — 

I love thee, I love thee — 
Whatever be thy chance. 

Tom Hood. 

SWEETHEARTS. 

"Oh, take this flow'r, dear love," said he, 

He spake with a tearful sigh. 
That night he was going, across the sea, 

And this was his last good-bye. 

She took the gift with a mocking smile, 
In the flush of her maiden pride, 

With heartless guile she dallied awhile, 
Then threw the flow'r aside. 
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"Give me a flow'r, dear love," said he, 

She threw the flow'r he craved, 
" Now by the love I have for thee 

My breaking heart is saved." 

He kissed it once with a tender sigh, 
And treasured it near his heart, — 

" Tho' years roll by this flower and I 
Shall never, never part." — 

They met again in the after years, 

In life's sad sorrowful time ; 
Their heads were heavy with age and tears, 

And white with the winter rime. 

He found the flow'r she scorned in play 

At her faithful heart did dwell ; 
His flow'r they say, he had cast away, 

Before its petals fell. 

Oh, love for a year, — a week — a day — 
But alas for the love that loves alway, — 

Oh, love for a year, a week — a day — 
But alas ! alas for the love that loves alway 

W. S. Gilbert. 

LAST NIGHT. 

Last night the nightingale woke me, 
Last night when all was still, 
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It sang in the golden moonlight, 
From out the woodland hill. 

I opened my window so gently ; 
I looked on the dreaming dew, — 

And oh ! the bird, my darling, 
Was singing, singing of you. 

I think of you in the daytime, 

I dream of you by night, 
I wake and would you were here love, 

And tears are blinding my sight. 
I hear a low breath in the lime tree, 

The wind is floating thro', 
And oh ! the night, my darling, 

Is sighing, sighing for you. 

think not I can forget you ; 
I could not tho' I would, 

1 see you in all around me, 

The stream, the night, the wood, 
The flowers that slumber so gently, 

The stars above the blue, 
Oh ! heaven itself my darling, 
Is praying, praying for you. 

Chr. Winther. 
English version, Theo. Marziau. 
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THE HOSTESS'S DAUGHTER. 

Over the Rhine came gallants three, 

And drew the rein at an hostelry. 

" Now hast thou good wine, mine hostess, say, 

And where is thy lovely daughter gayf " 

"My wine it is bright and fair to see, 

My daughter alas ! in her shroud lies she." 

And they entered the chamber with muffled 

tread, 
"Where a coffin black was the maiden's bed. 
And the first he lifted the veil from her face, 
And looked at the maiden with sorrowful gaze. 
4t Oh, wert thou living thou beauteous one, 
How would I love thee from this day on." 

The second spread o'er her the veil where she lay, 
And his tears fell fast as he turned him away. 
" Ah, me ! that thou liest thus dead on thy bier ; 
Have I not lov'd thee this many a year? 
Yes, yes ! I have loved thee this many a year." 

But the third came forward and lifted the veil, 
And the maiden he kiss'd on her lips so pale. 
" In the past as to-day I have lov'd but thee, 
And 111 love thee still through eternity." 

From the German. 
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FOREVER AND FOREVER. 

I think of all thou art to me, — 
I dream of what thou canst not be ; 
' My life is curst with thoughts of thee, 
Forever and forever. 

My heart is full of grief and woe — 
I see thy face where'er I go ; 
I would alas ! it were not so, 
Forever and forever. 

Perchance if we had never met, 
I had been spared this mad regret, 
This endless striving to forget, 
Forever and forever. 

Perchance if thou wert far away, 
Did I not see thee day by day, 
I might again be blithe and gay, 
Forever and forever. 

Ah, no ! I could not bear the pain, 
Of never seeing thee again ! 
I cling to thee with might and main, 
Forever and forever. 

Ah, leave me not, I love but thee ! 
Blessing or curse whiche'er thou be, 
Oh ! be as thou hast been to me, 
Forever and forever. 

Violet Fane. 
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STAR OF MY HEART. 

While there's a pearl in the depth of the sea 
While there's a leaf on the green myrtle tree, 
Balm in the zephyrs in summer that float, 
Music that thrills in the nightingale's throat ; 

Long as the perfume exhales from the rose, 

Long as the brooklet in melody flows, 

Yes, and still longer, if these should depart, 

Yes, yes, yes, thee will I worship, star of my 

heart. 

G. Endessohn. 

WERE I A BIRD OP AIR. 

Were I a bird of air 

And had two pinions fair, 

I'd fly to thee, I'd fly to thee. 

But that can never be 

Ah woe is me ! Ah woe is me ! 

Tho' thou art far from me, 
I am in dreams with thee, 
With thee alone, with thee alone. 
But when I wake again, 
The dream has flown, the dream has 
flown. 

There is no hour of night, 
But to my heart is bright, 



* 
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With thoughts of thee, with thoughts of thee ; 
And that a thousand times 
Thy heart a thousand times, Thou'st given to me. 

From the German. 

SONG. 

Oh, press thy cheek against mine own, 

Together our tears shall be flowing, 
And press thy heart close to my heart, 

Together the flames shall be glowing. 
And when in the glowing flames at last, 

The stream of tears is thronging 
And when mine arm shall encircle thee fast, 

Then I shall die of longing. 
Oh, press thy cheek against mine own. 

From the German. 



ABSENT YET PRESENT. 

As the flight of a river that flows to the sea, 
My soul rushes ever in tumult to thee, 
A twofold existence I am where thou art, 
My heart in the distance beats close to thy 
heart, — 

Look up, I am near thee, 

I gaze on thy face, 
I see thee, I hear thee, 
I feel thine embrace. 
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And absence but brightens the eyes that I miss, 
And custom but heightens the spell of thy kiss, 
It is not from duty, tho', that may be owned, — 
It is not from beauty, tho* that be bestowed, 

But all that I care for, 
And all that I know, 

Is that without where-fore, 

1 worship thee so. 

Lord Lytton. 

AT SUNDOWN. 

At sundown when one star was seen, 

Just glimmering above, 
I chanc'd while wand'ring o'er the green, 

To meet the maid I love. 

She too, unconsciously had strayM, 
('Twas odd !) across that meadow fair, 

And envious tongues perhaps had said, 
"Each knew the other would be there." 

I know not how it came to pass, 

That I her hand embrac'd, 
Or how my arm (but so it was) 

Encircled her fair waist. 

I did not hear the vesper chime, 
Give warning to that hour of bliss, 

It must have been just at that time, 
I stole love's first and virgin kiss. 
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To serve me then Fate seemed inclined, 
No more we look'd nor sigh'd, 

The maid whose arm was ever kind, 
Is now my gentle bride, 

At sweet sundown we often stray, 
Across that meadow, blooming fair ; 

Now envious tongues may truly say, 
"Each knows the other will be there." 



SONG. 

I saw thee 'mid the flowers, 
None could with thee compare, 

The glowing rose grew paler, 
The lily grew less fair, 

Amid the stars resplendent, 
Thou dost most light impart, 

'Mid all the songs of nature, 
The sweetest song thou art. 

And when from earth departed, 

With angels bliss to share, 
Thou'lt be my own beloved, 
The fairest angel there. 

M. Barnett. 
From the German. 
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LOVE'S PROVING. 

What shall I say to thee, heart of my heart, 
How shall I prove thee my passion and pain, 

How can I tell thee that now we must part, 
Knowing I never shall see thee again. 

How can I leave thee and bid thee to go, 

Seeing I love thee and worship thee sol 

Nay do not speak to me heart of my heart, 
Hold me not thus to thy bosom again, 

Lest I forget that 'tis better to part, 

Lest all our farewells be uttered in vain. 

Take thy lips from me, love, take them away, 

Lest in my anguish I bid thee to stay. 

When it is over when thou art gone 

Past all entreaty, all yielding and prayer ; 

When thou art wand'ring in darkness alone, 
Why could I leave thee to doubt and despair, 

Ask thine own heart and then thou shalt know 

'Tis that I love thee and worship thee so. 

Frederic Weatherly. 

BRIDGES AND WINGS. 

Each song I send thee is a bridge, 
Built by thy happy lover, — 

A golden bridge, by which my love 
To thee, sweet child, comes over 
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And all my dreams have angel-wings, 
Made up of smiles and sighing ; 

Lighter than air, on which my love 
To thee, dear heart, comes flying. 

Geibel 

SONG. 

Love is a sickness full of woes, 

All remedies refusing ; 
A plant that with most cutting grows, 
Most barren with best using 
Why so? 
More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 
If not enjoyed, it sighing cries, 
Hey, ho! 

Love is a torment of the mind, 

A tempest everlasting ; 
And Jove hath made it of a kind 

Not well, nor full, nor fasting. 

Why sot 

More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 

If not enjoyed, it sighing cries, 

Hey, ho ! 

Samuel Daniel 

A NYMPH'S PASSION. 

I love, and he loves me again, 
Yet dare I not tell who ; 
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For if the nymphs should know my swain, 

I fear they'd love him too ; 
Yet if it be not known, 
The pleasure is as good as none, 
For that's a narrow joy is but our own. 

Fll tell, that if they be not glad, 

They yet may envy me ; 
But then if I grow jealous mad, 

And of them pitied be, 
It were a plague 'bove scorn, 
And yet it cannot be forlorn, 
Unless my heart would as my thought be torn. 

He is, if they can find him, fair, 

And fresh and fragrant too, 
As summer's sky, or purged air, 

And looks as lilies do 
That are this morning blown ; 
Yet, yet I doubt he is not known, 
And fear much more, that more of him be 
shown. 

But he hath eyes so round and bright, 

As make away my doubt, 
Where Love may all his torches light 

Though Hate had put them out ; 
But then to increase my fears, 
What nymph so'er his voice but hears, 
Will be my rival, though she have but ears. 
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I'll tell no more, and yet I love, 

And he loves me ; yet no 
One unbecoming thought doth move 

From either heart I know ; 
But so exempt from blame, 
As it would be to each a fame. 
If love or fear would let me tell his name. 

Ben Jonson. 



A FOOLISH QUESTION. 

Why I am not kind to-day t 

Why, my friend, what's this you say t 

Pray, can you recall to mind 

That I ever have been kind? 

But if it were ever so, 

'Tis forgotten, long ago ! 

Or, if not forgotten yet, 

From this hour I will forget ! 

RttCKEBT. 

CONTENTED. 

I sat above the meadow, 
Beneath the linden's shadow, 

And held my darling's hand ; 
The leaves all still and dreaming, 
The sun's rays softly streaming, 

Upon the quiet land. 
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We felt our pulses flutter, 
But not a word did utter ; 

We were too happy so. 
I felt, but nothing said I, 
We knew the whole already ; 

What could we wish to know? 

No longing could torment us, 

For all things had been sent us ; 

Our hearts were full of bliss. 

Two sweet eyes sent their greeting, 

And four warm lips were meeting, 

In one too happy kiss. 

Geibel. 

THE PARTING. 

Let mine eyes the farewell speak, love, 

For my lips they never can ! 
Though my heavy heart may break, love, 

I must bear it as a man. 

Sad becomes in such an hour 
Sweetest pledge and accents bland, 

Cold thy kiss, and feeble power 
In the pressure of thy hand. 

Othertimes a kiss was rapture, 

If our lips a moment met, 
A rejoicing like the capture 

Of the rare March violet. 
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Now no more of garlands any. 

No more roses, give I thee, 

Spring it is, my darling Fanny, 

But sad autumn unto me ! 

Goethe. 

VALERIUS' SONG. 

Pack clouds away, and welcome day, 

With might we banish sorrow ; 
Sweet air blow soft, mount lark aloft, 

To give my love good-morrow. 
Wings from the wind to please her mind, 

Notes from the lark, Fll borrow ; 
Bird prune thy wing, nightingale sing; 

To give my love good-morrow. 
To give my love good-morrow 

Notes from them all Fll borrow. 

Wake from thy nest, robin-redbreast, 

Sing birds in every furrow ; 
And from each bill, let music shrill, 

Give my fair love good-morrow. 
Blackbird and thrush, in every bush, 

Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow ; 
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves, 

Sing my fair love good-morrow. 
To give my love good-morrow, 

Sing birds in every furrow. 

Thomas Heywood. 
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WHAT LOVE SAID. 

Love said, — "A beauty not of earth but heaven, 
Still seek in thy beloved's glances bright ; 

For love to man as his best strength is given, 
A guiding star, not a false, wandering light, 1 ' 

Love said, — "In the sweet eyes where thou dost 
see 
Pure light, not flame, there shalt thou seek thy 
fate; 
So a clear lamp to light thy path shall be, 
No wasting fire thy heart to desolate." 

Love said, — " This blessing to thy life is given, 
To draw thy heart from things of little worth ; 

Wings shall it give, to lift thy heart to heaven, 
Not chains to hold it closer to the earth." 

Geibel. 



HOW IT HAPPENS. 

Harsh voices said to her, "He loves thee not; 

He trifles with thee." Then she drooped her 
head, 
And to her eyes the tears came thick and hot, 

And yet in secret were those salt tears shed. 
Alas, that she believed that cruel word ! 

For when he came, her face was turned away ; 
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And then with scorn, and pride his heart was 
stirred, 
And with forced mirth he went his lonely way. 

An angel ever whispered in her heart, 

" Thy love is true ; only reach forth thy hand ! n 
And while in bitterness he stood apart, 

The same sweet pleading must his heart with- 
stand ; 
She loves thee well, she is thy destined bride ; 
Speak but one tender word, the spell is 
broken ! " 
Day after day they met — O sinful pride ! 

The word, the fateful word, remained un- 
spoken. 

And so they parted. And for many days 

Each mourned in secret. As a dying lamp, 
That lights some dim church with its fitful rays, 

Then with a flash expires, in dusk and damp, — 
Even so their love grew fainter day by day ; 

Flickered and flashed with many a dying 
gleam, 
Until at last it faded quite away, 

Forgotten, or remembered as a dream. 

Yet sometimes would the pale moon's misty light 
Fall on a pillow wet with lonely tears ; 

And wistful eyes gazed through the silent night, — 
Perhaps they dreamed of half-forgotten years, 



A MADRIGAL. 233 

And of the blessing that they did not win ; 
Sweet, secret hopes that ne'er were plighted 
troth; 
Now lost forever, all that might have been. 
O God, who sends us love, forgive them both I 

Geibel. 

A LOVER'S ECONOMY. 

While writing verses for my love, I looked up 

from the paper, 
And there she stood ! I rose in haste, and over. 

turned the taper, 
"How careless to put out the light!" she said, 

"It is surprising. n 
I answered, " that I quenched my lamp when ' 

saw the sun arising." 

From the "Gulistan Saadi." 



A MADRIGAL. 

Before me careless lying, 

Young Love his ware comes crying ; 

Full soon the elf untreasures 

His pack of pains and pleasures, — 

With roguish eye 

He bids me buy 
From out his pack of treasures. 
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His wallet's stuffed with blisses, 
With true-love-knots and kisses, 
With rings and rosy fetters, 
And sugared vows and letters ; — 

He holds them out 

With boyish flout, 
And bids me try the fetters. 

Nary, Child (I cry), I know them ; 
There's little need to show them ! 
Too well for new believing 
I know their past deceiving, — 

I am too old 

(I say), and cold, 
To-day — f or new believing ! 

But still the wanton presses, 
With honey-sweet caresses, 
And still, to my undoing, 
He wins me, with his wooing, 

To buy his wares 

With all their cares, 
Their sorrow and undoing ! 

Austin Dobson. 

LOVE IS LIFE'S END. 

Love is life's end ; an end but never ending ; 
All joys, all sweets, all happiness awarding ; 
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Love is life's wealth (ne'er spent but ever spend- 
ing.) 

Love's life's reward, rewarded in rewarding ; 

Then from thy wretched heart fond care remove, 

Ah ! should'st thou live but once love's sweets to 
prove, 

Thou wilt not love to live, unless thou live to 

love. 

Edmund Spenser. 



END OF VOL. L 
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